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INTRODUCTION. 

THOSE who insist on the original meanings 
of words may perhaps find it difficult to 
distinguish between an ode and a lyric, except 
that the latter term specified the instrument which 
should accompany the song. But the classes of 
poem are in fact widely separated, and we feel, 
if we do not accurately discriminate, the difference 
between them. It would not be easy to better 
Mr. Go6se*s definition of an ode. ' We take,' he 
says, ' as an ode any strain of enthusiastic and 
exalted lyrical verse, directed to a fixed pur- 
pose, and dealing progressively with one dignified 
theme.' A lyric, on the other hand, is a short 
poem dealing with one thought, essentially melo- 
dious in rhjTthm and structure, and, if a metaphor 
may be taken from the sister art, a simple air, 
without progression, variation, or accompaniment. 
If we wish to make the essentials of a lyric 
still clearer to ourselves, we shall find we are 
compelled to do so by negatives. It must not be 
in blank, nor in heroic verse ; save indeed where 
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n refrain, and a subtle tepelition of ihe same 
words glv« lyrical impressiun, as In TennyMin's 
'Tears, idle lean,' and some of the songs in 
ihc ' Idylls of (he King-' It is nol so severe in 
form as the sonncl ; the poet's toucb is lighter, 
even when his subjecl 'v^ gmve ; n dirge like 
' Lycidas ' cannot be accounted such, nor c sus- 
tained and lofly iioem as ' I have led het home ' 
in 'Maud.' 

.Some of OUT greatest poets have left no (ruc 
lytics, or none into which they have pat their 
best work. Pope's only examples arc a builcs(|uc, 
an imitatiou of Horace wiiltrn when he was n 
mere child, and a paraphiase, also fiom the Latin i 
Gray affords us none ; no adequately characterititic 
Bpecimcn can be culled from Spenser, or more 
than oDc or two from Milton, though the former 
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in the special branch of art which now concerns 
us : a statue of Pheidias could find no room, and 
if it could would be inappropriate, in a cabinet of 
gems. Form is alwa3rs as important in the true 
lyric, it is sometimes more important than the 
thought, and just because the verse should be so 
flawless, it now and then happens that a false note 
struck in such a poem mars the whole, while it 
would pass unnoticed in a more sustained work. 
Thus, no one thinking of ' Lycidas ' is in any 
degree distressed at the line — 

And ok ye dolphins waft the hapUu youths 

which a modem poet, master of melody, has called 
' the only bad line which Milton ever wrote ; ' 
while 

Then the tmght of England flushed 
To asUicipate the uene, 

is like a fly in ointment, spoiling the whole of 
Campbell's ' Battle of the Baltic,' though indeed 
they are not the only blemishes even in that one 
poem. 

The aim is to present in one volume the per- 
fection of English lyrics, by whomsoever written 
between the dates selected. Wyatt heads the list, 
not because there were not a few excellent lyrists 
earlier than he, but because no earlier poems than 
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hU can be wiilten in modeni spelling wilhoul 
sacrifice of ihythm and rime, and it is desired thai 
the book should be ' in a longue understanded of 
Ihc people,' Nu living; authuis are included, and 
none who have died wiihin (he second half of this 
cenluiy. We cannol yet judge them fairly ; (he 
tiring exercise too great a spell over us by their 
presence \ for those but recently gone our (ears, 
as St. Leo said of the M^dalen, have woven a 
veil which prevents our discriminating what they 
ate who are called up before us. 

Odes, properly so called, are excluded ; as are 
all luUTalivc, didactic, and ballad poems. Nnr are 
Irue lyrics inc:luded which will not stand alone. 
Tlius a beautiful song in ' The Lady of the Lake ' 
fiiuts no place because a line in it is unintelligible 
:t from the nanalive in which it is imbedded. 
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But the reason for the exclusion of most of these 
will probably be found in the canons of Ijrric 
already laid down. 



The Editor's best thanks are due to Mr. £. W. 
Gosse, Mr. Aostin Dobson, and Mr. W. J. Linton, 
for valuable aid and suggestions. 
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SiK Tmohai Wvatt, 
«S03— «54«- 



THE lo\t:r praiseth the beauty of 

HIS LADY'S HAND. 

O GOODLY hand ! 
Wherein doth stand 
My heart distract in pain ; 
K>car hand, alas ! 
Id little space 

My life thou dost restrain. 

fingers slight ! 

1 departed right. 

So long, so small, so round ; 
ffoodly begone. 
And yet a bone 

Most cruel in my wound. 

VI iih lilies white 
Ami roses bright 

I>oih strain thy colour fair ; 

B 
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NatUTP (lid lend 
Each Fingec'i; end 

A pearl foi lo repair. 

Consent al las), 
Since that ihou hast 

My heart in thy dcmai 



And if not so. 
There with more woe 

Enforce thyself la strain 
This simple heart, 
Thai suffered smart. 

And rid it nut of pain. 




S/Jt THOMAS »1-ATT. 

Forget DM jrtt when fint began 
Tbe wcai7 life ye know, utce wliui 
The nit, the lerrice none teU cui ; 

Totgn not f« the great unp. 
The and wnog, the loonifiil w^«, 
Tie painfiil pkiimee in dekji, 
Toigrt not jet ! 

Forget not ! Ob ! Idiget not thii, 
How iM^ igo hath been, and U 
The mwwl tii^ liefer meaiit amiv. 
Fo^et DotTctl 

Forget not tbco thine owo appiared. 
The which Ki long halh thee K> loved, 
^^lioie steadfast faith yet nevei nared : 
Forget not this ! 
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HlKIV HOWABD, EjUL 



COMPLAINT OF THE ABSENCE OF HER 
LOVER BEING UPON THE SEA. 

O HAPPY dunes, that m>f embnce 
The frail of your delight, 
Help to bewail the woeful caie. 

And eke the heavy pl^t 
Of me, th»t wonted (o tejoice 
The fortune of my pleuanl cbince ; 
Good lidies, help to fill my mourning nnce. 




HENRY HOWARD, BARL OF SURREY, 

Which sometime so delighted me. 

That yet they do me good. 
Wherewith I wike with his return, 
WhoK absent flame did make me bum. 
Bat when I find the lack. Lord ! how I moom. 

When other k>vers in arms across, 

Rejotoe their chief delight ; 
Drowned in tears to mourn my loss, 

I stand the bitter night. 
In my window where I may see, 
Before the winds how the clouds flee. 
Lo ! what manner lore hath made me. 

And in green waves when the salt flood 

Doth rise, by rage of wind ; 
A thousand fancies in that mood 

Assail my restless mind. 
Alas ! now drencheth my sweet foe, 
That with the spoil of my heart did go, 
And left me ; but, alas ! why did he so ? 

And when the seas wax calm again, 

To chase from me annoy. 
My doubt/ill hope doth cause me plain : 

^ dread cuts off my joy. 
Thus \& my wealth mingled with woe, 
And (/each thought a doubt doth grow, 
^om he comes, will he come ? alas ! no, no. 



KNGllSH tl'B/CS 



IN going to my aaked bed as oae ihat would have slept, 
I heiud a wife sing lo hei child, that long before had 

She lighed sore and tang full sweet, lo bring (be babe to 



Thit would not cease but cried still, in nicking at bet 
■She was full weary of ber walcb, and grieved with bee 
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Aid proved pUm» there was no beast, nor creature bearing 

life. 
CoaU well be known to live in love, without discord and 



Then kissed she her little babe, and sware by God above, 
The fillmg out oC £uthful friends, renewing is of love. 

She aid that neither king nor prince, nor lord could live 

aright, 
Uaifl their puissance they did prove their manhood and 

their m^t. 
When manhood shall be matched so, that fear can take no 

place. 
Then weary works make warriors each other to embrace, 
And left their force that frdled them, which did consume 

the root. 
That might before have lived their time, and nature out t 
Then did she sing as one that thought no man could her 

reprove. 
The falling out of faithful friends, renewing is of love. 

She &aid she saw no fish nor fowl, nor beast within her 

haunt. 
That met a stranger in their kind, but could give it a taunt : 
Smce flesh might not endure, but rest must wrath succeed, 
And force the fight to fall to play, in pasture where they 

feed. 
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So noble naiure can well end ihe work she hath begun. 
And bridle well that will not cease, her tragedy in some; 
Thus in (ong she oft rehearsed, as did her well behove. 
The fdling out of Hiilhrul friends, renewing is of love. 

I marvel much pardy quoth she, for to behold the roul. 
To see man, woman, buy, beast, lo toss the world about : 
Some kneel, some crouch, some beck, some cheek, and 

some can smoothly smile. 
And some embrace olhers in arm, and there think many 

Some stand aloof at cap and knee, some humble and »ome 

Vel are they never friends in deed, until Ihcy once fall out : 
Thus ended she her soiig, and said before she did remove, 
The falling out of faithful friends, rcnewiag is of love. 




WiLUAM HUNNIS. 



WiLUAM HUNNIS 

▼. died 1568. 

THE LOVER CURSETH THE TIME WHEN 
FIRST HE FELL IN LOVE. 

WHEN first mine qr» did view and mark 
Thy beanty fair for to behold» 
And when mine ean 'gan first to hark 

The pleasant words that thoa me told : 
I wodd as then I had been free 
From ean to hear and eyes to see. 

And when my hands did handle oft, 

That might thee keep in memory, 
And when my feet had gone so soft 

To find and have thy company, 
I would each hand a foot had been. 
And eke each foot a hand so seen. 

And when in mind I did consent 

To follow thus my fancy's will, 
And when my heart did first relent 

To taste such bait myself to spill, 
1 would my heart had been as thine, 
Or else thy heart as soft as mine. 
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Next, Inlbbr my guiog trjti, 

Wliid) wooUd were to gluice apuie ; 
For tvtrj glui may now niffice 

To show the forrom in m; bat. 
With luUabf tbeo wink awhile ; 
With lullabj jpoor looki beguile ; 
Let no fiur £ue, noi beaaty bii(^t. 
Entice joa efl with vain del^ht. 



And Inllab; my wanton will ; 

Let reasco'i rale now rdn thy tliought ; 
Since all too tale I find by skiU 

How deal I have thy fuidea booEfat ; 
With lullaby now take thine ease. 
With lullaby thy doubts appease j 
For trust to this, if thou be stUl, 
My body shall olgy ihy will. 




CEOXCE GASCOiGNE. 
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Urn hllabj my joutb, mine eyes, 

My win, my waie, and all that was : 
I can DO more Mays devise ; 

But welcome pain, let pleasiire pass. 
With lullaby now take your leave, 
mth hllaby your dieams deceive. 
And wben yon rise with waking eye. 
Remember then this hillaby. 
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Next, Inlltby in; guing ere*. 

Which wonted were to ^aaoe fee ; 
Fm ereir glan may sow tnffice 

To ihow the fnnovi in my bee. 
With lullahy then wink awhile ) 
With Inll&by jcnx loolci b^uile ; 
Let no bij hee, not beauty bi^t, 
Eotice joa eft with vain delight. 

And VcSMrf my wanton will ; 

Let leaion'i ntle now aan tby thought ; 
Since lU too lale I lind by [kill 

How deal [ luve iby lande* bon^t ; 
With lullaby now lake thine ease, 
Wilb lullaby thy doubts appease ; 
For trust to thii, if thou be itill. 
My body ihall obey thy will. 

Eke lullaby my lovii^ boy. 

My Ultle rolnn take thy rettj 
Since ^e is cold and nothing coy. 

Keep close thy coin, (or *o ii best. 
With lullaby be thou content ; 
With luUaby thy tusti relenL 
Let others pay which have more pence ; 
ThoQ art loo poor for inch expeoae. 



GEORGE GASCOrCNE. 

Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes, 

My will, my ware, and all that was 
I can no more dHays devise ; 

But welcome pain, let pleasure pass. 
With lullaby now take jrour leave. 
With lullaby your dreams deceive. 
And when you rise with waking eye. 
Remember then this lullaby. 



»3 
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ENGLISH LYRICS. 



VII. 



NtOKMJkS BSBTOM, 

i54»— i6a6f 



A PASTORAL OF PHILLIS AND CORYDON. 

ON a hill theie grows a flower, 
Fair be£dl the dainty sweet ; 
By that flower there is a bower. 
Where the heavenly Muses meet. 

In that bower there is a chair, 

Fringed all about ydth gold ; 
Where doth sit the fairest fSedr 

That ever eye did yet behold. 

It is Phillis fair and bright, 

She that is the shepherd's joy ; 
She that Venus did despite. 

And did blind her little boy. 



This is she, the wise, the rich. 
That the world desires to see ; 

This is i^a qua the which. 
There is none but only she. 



NICHOLAS BRETON. 

Who would not this face admire ? 

Who would not this saint adore ? 
Who would not this sight desire. 

Though he thought to see no more ? 

Oh fiur eyes, yet let me see. 
One good look, and I am gone ; 

Look on me, for I am he, 
Thy poor silly Corydon. 

Thou that art the shepherd's queen. 
Look upon thy silly swain ; 

By thy comfort have been seen 
Dead men brought to life again. 



>5 



VIII. 



CORYDON'S SUPPUCATION TO PHILLIS. 



SWEET Phillis, if a silly swain. 
May' sue to thee for grace ; 
See not thy loving shepherd slain. 

With looking on thy fiace. 
But think what power thou hast got. 

Upon my flock and me ; 
Thou seest they now regard me not. 
But all do follow thee. 



ENGLISH LYKKS. 



ut presumii, 



Andiflb 

With pi 
Yet let not comfort be coimin'd. 

Thai in thji pity liei. 
Bat >s thon ail that Phillii bii, 

That Fortnoe favoni (^va ; 
So let not Iiore die in detpair. 

That in thjr tkvonr liv«i. 
The deer do browse npmi the briei. 

The birds do pick the cherriea ; 
And will not Beauty gnnt Demre 

One handful of hei berriet? 
If it be so that choa host sworn 

Thai none shall look on thee ; 
Vet let me Imow thou dost not scorn 

To cast a look on me. 
Bat if thy beauty moke thee proud, 





xicHOLAS bkbtoa: 



OLDEN LO\'E.MAKIKG. 

IN Umc oljtitt when thefAerdi dwell 
Upon the modnuin rocks ; 
And (tnpfe pco{4e nevci felt 

The puD oT knen' raodu ; 
Bm little biidi would cany tales 

Twtit SoMDMid hei tweeting ; 
And ill the dainty i>i(^itii^ale> 

Did nng at Itneis' meeting ; 
Then might yon see what looks did pass 

Where shepherds did assemble ; 
AnJ KhcTC the life of true lore was, 

When hearts could not liisemble. 

Then yea and nay was thoi^l an oath 

That was twt to be doabled : 
And when it came (o faith and ttolh 

We were not to be floated. 
Then did they talk of curdi and cream, 

Of butter, cheese, add milk ; 
There was no speech of sunny beam 

Nor of the golden silk. 



BNCLISH LYKICS. 

Then foi a gift n row of pins, 
A pulse, a. paji of knives ; 

Wm rU (he way that love begins. 
And so the shepherd wives. 

But now we have so much ado. 

And ftrc so sore Bggiieved ; 
Thai when wc go about to woo 

We cannot be believed. 
Such choice ofjcweU, rings and chains 

That may but favour move ; 
And such intolerable pains 

Ere one can hit on love. 
That if 1 stU] shall bide this life 

Twixt love and deadly bate ; 
I wilt go learn the country life, 

Or leave the lover's 




RDWARD VERB, EARL OF OXFORD. 19 



EowAso \*M.M^ Earl of 

OxroKO, 

«545— xfe4- 



THE BIRTH OF DESIRE. 

COME hither, shepherd swain t 
Sir, what do you require ? 
I piay thee shew to me thy name ! 
My name u fond Desire. 

When wert thoa bom. Desire ? 

In pomp and prime of May. 
By whom, sweet boy, wert thou begot ? 

By fond Conceit, men say. 

Tell me, who was thy nurse ? 

Fresh youth in sugared joy. 
Wliat was thy meat and daily food ? 

Sad sighs, with great annoy. 

Wliat hadst thou then to drink ? 

Unsavoury lovers' tears. 
\Miat cradle wert thou rocked in ? 

In hope devoid of fears. 



AtKL/SH LYStCS. 

Wlmt lulled thee then uleep 7 

Sweet q>eech, which likea me best. 

Tell me where i* thy dwelling fdmce 1 
In gentle beMti I test. 

What thii^ doth pleaie thee mosl 1 

To gue OD beaut; niU. 
Whom doU ihoa think to be th; foe? 

Ditdain of my good will. 

Doth company ditpleaie 7 

Vet, rarely, many one. 
Where doth Dedre del^ht to live ? 

He lovet to live alone. 



Doth eithet time or age 
Bring him unto decay 1 




SIX EDHTARD DYER. tx 



SuK Edwabd Dyer, 
W- 15S0T— 1607. 

MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS. 



M 



V mind to me a kingdom is, 

Such present joys tberein I find. 
That it ezcds aU other bliss 

That earth affords or grows by kind : 
Thou^ mnch I want which most woaM have, 
Vet still my mind forbids to crave. 

No princely pomp, no wealthy store. 

No force to win the victory, 
No wily wit to salve a sore. 

No shape to feed a loving eye ; 
To none of these I yield as thrall : 
For why ? my mind doth serve for all. 

1 see how plenty surfeits oft. 
And hasty climbers soon do fall ; 

1 see that those which are aloft 
Mishap doth threaten most of all ; 

They get with toil, they keep with fear : 

Such cares my mind coold never bear. 



BKGUSH LYRICS. 

Content I live, this is my stiy, 
I seek no more than may suffice ; 

I press )o beu no haughty sway ; 

Look what I lack my mind supplies : 

Lo thus I triumph like a king, 

Content with thst my mint) doih biing. 

Some have too much, yet still do crave ; 

I little have, and seek no more. 
They arc but poor though much they ha'-e 

And I am dch with little store ; 
They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 
They lack, 1 leave ; they pbe, 1 live. 

I laugh not at another's loss, 

I grudge not at another's gain ; 
No worldly waves my mind can toss ; 




S/M EDWARD DYER. 
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My wetlth Is health and perfect ease. 
My consrimcr dear m j choice defence ; 

I neither seek by bribes to please* 
Nor by deceit to breed ofience : 

Tbasdol Ihc, thos will I die; 

Would aU did io weU as I. 



THE SHEPHERD TO THE FLOWERS. 

SWEET violets, Love's puradUe, tliat spread 
V'oiu gracious odouis, which you couched bear 

Wilhin your paly faces ; 
Upon ihe gentle wing of some calm -breathing wind 

Thnt plays lunidsl the plain, 

If by the favour of propitious stars you gain 
Such grace as in my lady's bosom place to find ; 

Be proud to touch those places. 
And wh^n her warmth your moisture forth doth wear. 
Whereby her dainty parts arc sweetly fed ; 




\ 

SIR WALTER RALEIGH. as 

Ah ! if her viigin's hand 

Do pluck four pare, ere Phoebas view the land, 
And Tail jow giadous pomp in lovely Nature's scorn. 

If dumce my mistress tiaoes 
Fatt by yoor floweis to take the sommer's air ; 
Then woeful blushing tempt her glorious eyes. 

To spread their tears, Adonis' death reporting, 

■ 

And tell Love's torments, sorrowing for her friend ; 
Whole drops of blood within your leaves consorting. 

Report fiur Venus' moans to have no end. 
Tben mty Remorse in pitjring of my smart, 
I^ sp my tears, and dwell within her heart. 



XIII. 

DISPRAISE OF LOVE, AND LOVERS' 

FOLLIES. 

IF lo\-c be life, I long to die, 
Live they that list for me : 
And he that gains the most thereby, 

A fool at least shall be. 
Bat he that feels the sorest fits, 
'Scapes with no less than loss of wits. 
Unhappy life they gain. 
Which love do entertain. 




BUCUSH LVKICS. 

Id day by fidgDed kmki thejr Im, 
Bj lying draunt in night ; 

Each £nnra ■ demdly wound doth gi 
Each imile a ftbe deUgbL 

If t hap tb^ lady pleuant leeni. 

It i( foi othen' love they deem : 
If *oid (be *eem oi'jaj. 

Such ii the peace that loren find, 
Such ia the life they lead. 

Blown here and there with every wi 
Like flowen in the tnead. 

Now war, now peace, now war igai 

Detiie, despair, delight, diidain. 
Though dead in midit of life, 
In peace and yet at itrife. 



XIV. 



\ 

I 

1 



A DITTV 



MY tnie love htth wf hent* imd I hsiv fai^ 
Bt mi ocelmme 4De to die odber sn^en : 



I bold his dear, and Bune he 
Thcie never was a better fMigJiin diivcn : 
My true love hath wif heart* aad I haiv his. 

His heart in me keeps him aad mt i 

My heart in him his thonghn aad 
He loves my heart, for oooe it 

I cherish his bec a ns e in me it 
My tme love hath my heart. 



Ins own, 
ides. 
aad I have 



XV. 



R 



ASTROPHEL'S LOVE IS DEAD. 

ING oat your bdls, let mooming shews be spread, 
For Love is dead. 
All love is dead infected 
With plague of deep disdain : 



SXSL/SH Lrxics. 

Worth M iKHii^t wocth Kjceted, 
And bilh bir kotd doth gun. 
From to nngntdnl bncr. 
From tach a (etule beorf, 
From them that uie men thui : 
Good Lord deUfci ui. 

Weep ne^boun weep, do you not heu it 

That Love ii dead ? 
Hu death-bed peacockt fdUj, 

Hi* wifkding-fthect u thflTif ; 
Hii will Uie. leeming holj. 

Hit lole executot blame. 
From 10 ongnteful bncf , 
From audi a female Iieaij, 
From them that lue nve Ihui : 

Good Lord delivei va. 




SIX PHtUP StDNEV. 
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A^^ I Ue, nge hath thu error brad. 

Love u not dead. 
Love is not dead, hot sleepeth 

Id her unmatched mind : 
Where she hb coansel keepeth, 

riU doe desert she find. 
Tbeicfoce firom so vile £uicy. 
To call soch wit a frenzy, 
Mllio love can temper thus : 

Good Lord deliver OS. 



SltGLISM LVKICS. 

The thnuhei seek the dude. 
And I mj fatal pave ; 

Their flt^t to heaven b nude, 
Mr iralk od earth I have : 

They free, I thiall : thejr jolly, 

1 sad Rnd pensive wholly. 



ROSAUND'S MADRIGAL. 

LOVE in my botom, like a bee. 
Doth nek bis iweet i 
Now with bit wings be playi with me 
Now with hta fecL 




THOMAS LODGE. 33 

Strike I my lute, he tunes the string ; 
He music plays if so I sing ; 
He lends me erery lovely thing : 
Yet cruel he my heart doth sting : 
Whist, wanton, still ye. 

Else I with roses every day 

Win whip you hence, 
And bind you when you long to play. 

For your offence, 
m shut mine eyes to keep you in, 
1*11 make you &st it for your sin, 
I*n count your power not worth a pin. 
Alas ! what hereby shall I win 

If he gainsay me ? 

What if I beat the wanton boy 

With many a rod ? 
He will repay me with annoy. 

Because a god. 
Then sit thou safely on my knee, 
And let thy bower my bosom be ; 
Lurk in mine eyes, I like of thee : 
O Cupid ! so thou pity me. 

Spare not but play thee. 



r> 



MONTANUS' FANCY. 

CRAVEN UPON TKB BARK OF A TALL BBBCH TUB. 

FIRST shall the heavens want stuiy light. 
The leu be robbed of their waves ; 
The daj want lun, and sun want bright. 

The night want dude, the dead meo graves. 
The April, flowen and leaf and tiee. 
Before I Use my faith to thee. 

First shall the tops of h^beit hilli 

By humble plains be oveipiide : 

And poets scorn the Muses' quills. 




THOMAS LODGE, 

rtm time shall stay his stayless race. 
And winter bless his brows with com : 

And snow bemoisten Julia's face, 
And winter, spring, and summer mourn, 

Before my pen by help of fame. 

Cease to recite thy sacred name. 



3S 



XX. 
NOKTANUS' PRAISE OF HIS FAIR PHCEBE. 

PHCEBE sat. 
Sweet she sat. 

Sweet sat Phoebe when I saw her ; 
>Miitc her brow, 
Coy her eye. 

Brow and eye, how much you please me ! 
Words I spent. 
Sighs I sent. 

Sighs and words could never draw her. 
Ob my love, 
Thou art lost. 

Since no sight could ever ease thee. 
Phcebc sat 
By a fount. 

Sitting by a fount I spied her : 



ENCUSil LVK/CS. 

Sweei her touch. 
Rare hci voice ; 

Touch and voice, what may dislaln you ? 
As she sung, 
I did sigh. 

And by ughs whilst that I (ric<l her, 
Oh mine eyes, 
Vou did lose 

Her first sight whose wnQt did pnin you. 
Ph<Ebc's flocks 
While as wool, 

Yet were Phcebe's locks more whiter. 
Phwbe's eyes. 




THOMAS LODGE. 
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XXI. 



VIRELAY. 



ACCURST be love, and they that trust his trains ; 
He tastes the fruit, whil'st others toil : 
He brings the lamp, we lend the oil : 
He soirs distress, we yield him soil : 
He wageth war, we bide the foil. 



Accurst be lore, and those that trust his trains : 
He lays the trap, we seek the snare : 
He threatneth death, we speak him £ur : 
He coins deceits, we foster care : 
He favoureth pride, we count it rare. 

Accurst be love, and those that trust his trains ; 
He scemeth blind, yet woimds with art : 
He >-ow5 content, he pays with smart : 
He swears relief, yet kills the heart : 
He calls for truth, yet scorns desert. 

Accurst be love, and those that trust his trains. 

\\"hose heaven is hell ; whose perfect joys are pains. 



ENCltSH LV/irCS. 



DORON'S DESCRIPTION OF HIS FAIR 
SHEPHERDESS SAMELA. 

LIKE to Diaaa in ber summer weed, 
Gilt with a crimson robe of brightest dye, 
G(xs fair SameU. 
\Mlitcr thui be the f1ock<; that straggling feed. 
When washed by Arethusn fount they lie, 
Is fail Samela. 
As £iir Aurora in her moming gray. 
Decked with Ihe ruddy glister of her love : 




ROBERT GREENE. 39 

Paaeth fior Venos in her bravest hue. 
And Jqoo in the show of majesty. 

For she's Samela. 
^^^ in wit, all three yon well may view. 
For beanty, wit, and matchless dignity. 

Yield to Samela. 



XXIli. 

SONG. 

A H ! were she pitiful as she is fair, 
^^ Or but as mild as she is seeming so, 
Then were my hopes gjreatcr than my despair, 

Then all the world were heaven, nothing woe. 
Ah ! were her heart relenting as her hand. 

That seems to melt even with the mildest touch, 
Then knew I where to seat me in a land, 

L'nder wide heavens, but yet there is not such. 
So as she shows, she seems the budding rose, 

Vet sweeter far than is an earthly flower, 
Sm-ercign of beauty, like the spray she grows ; 

Compassed she is with thorns and cankered bower. 
Vet were she willing to be plucked and worn. 
She would be gathered, though she grew on thorn. 



StKUSH LYKICS. 

Ah 1 wb«n ihe nngs, rU mtnic elte be (till. 

For none mnit be compared to ba note ; 
Ne'er breathed mcb {lee from Fhiiomela'i bill. 

Not from the moaoL^-mp^t iweUing thioat 
Ah I when ihe rueth from bei b^infnl bed. 

She comfort* all the world as doth the ion. 
And at her light the night's foul TBponr'i Bed ; 

When the ii ie(, the gladaome daj ii done. 
O gtoiioiu nm I imagine me the wen. 
Shine in my anni, and let thou in wj bteaU. 




ROBERT SOUTHWELL. ax 



Roinr SouTHWiLL» 
nnr. x5<So— KS95* 

THE BURNING BABE. 

A S I m houy winter's ni^t 
*^ Stood shiteriDg in the snow, 

Snprised I was with sudden heat, 
Uliich made my heart to glow ; 

And lifdng up a fearfnl eye 
To Tiew what fire was near, 

A pietty babe all burning bright, 

Did in the air appear ; 
^1m> scorched with excessive heat. 

Such floods of tears did shed. 
As though his floods should quench his flames, 

Which with his tears were bred. 
'Alas ! ' quoth he, ' but newly bom. 

In fiery heats I fry. 
Vet none approach to warm their hearts 

Or feel my fire, but I ; 

Mj faultless breast the furnace is. 

The fuel, wounding thoras ; 
Love is the fire, and sighs the smoke. 

The ashei(, shames and scorns ; 



Ef/GUSff LVftrCS. 

The fuel justice loyelh on, 
And mercy blows the coals. 

The melol in this fiiniiice wrought 
Are men's defiled souls : 

For which, as now on lire I am, 
a their good. 



Sow 



I I melt ii 



abalh. 



To wash ihem in m; blood \ 
With this he vuiiiihe<i out of sight, 

And swiftly shrunk away, 
Atid straight I calleil unto ray mind 

That it was Christmu Day. 




SIR FRAffCtS BACON. 43 



S» FsANas Bacon, 
XXT. 1561—1696. 

LIFE. 

'T'HE World's a bobble ; and the life of man 
'*' Los than a span : 
Ib hk eoDoeptioQ wretched ; from the womb, 

So to the tomb : 
Cnt firom the cndk, and brought up to yeais, 

With caies and fears. 
Who then to frail MortaUtj shall tmst 
te fimmes the water, or but writes in dust. 

Vet, since with sorrow here we live opprest, 

Wliat life is best ? 
Coorts are but only superficial schools 

To dandle fools : 
The rural parts are turned into a den 

Of savage men : 
And whereas a dty from all vice so free 
Bat may be termed the worst of all the three ? 

Domestic cares afflict the husband's bed. 
Or pains, h» head : 



i-yji/cs. 
Those thai Uv« single, lake tt for z curse, 

Or do things worse : 
Some would have children ; those that have tbem ni 

Or wish ihem gone. 
WhW is il Ihen lo have or have no wife 
But sii^le tlirildom or a double strife ? 

Our own afJections still at home lo please. 

Is B disease : 
To acts the sea la any foreign soil. 

Perils and toil : 
Wats with Ihcii noise afiright us : when they cense 

We ore worse b peace. 
What Ihen remains, but that wc still diould ay. 
Not lo be bom, or being bom, lo die. 




SAMUEL DANtSL. 
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XXVI. 



SONG. 



Samubl Danxkl, 
1569—16x9. 



LOVE k a acknev foil of woes. 
All lemedies refiiaiiig ; 
A plant that with most catting grows, 
Most banen with best using. 
Why so? 
Move we enjoj it, more it dies ; 
If not enjoyedy it sighting cries, 
Hej^ho! 

Lo>ve is a tonnent of the mind, 

A tempest everlasting ; 
And Jove hath made it of a kind 
Not well, nor full, nor fasting. 
Why so? 
More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 
If not enjoyed, it sighing cries. 
Hey, ho ! 



£ffGUSff LYSKS. 



XXVll. 

ULYSSES AND THK SIREN. 



c 



OME worthy Greek, Ulysses, come, 

Possess these shores with me. 

The winds and seas are troublesome. 

And here we may be free. 
Here may we sit and vit:w their toil 

Thai travail in the deep, 
And joy the day in mirth the while. 

And spend the oi^l in sleep. 




SAMUEL DASIEL. 

Til hoooiu' ii ■ thing cmKxived, 
And rests on othen fame. 

Begotlen odIj to molctt 
Om peace, utd to beguile. 

The best thing of oni life, ooi resi 
And give m ap to twl. 



DeUdon* tqretph, loppaae theie <n 
Nor bcooDt iMf report. 

The tiine io idle ipott ; 
Foi tnl doth give a beltei touch 

To malte us feel oui jof , 
And cue finds tediousncss u mud 

As Uboui yields anitojr. 



Then pleasure likewise seems the shore 

^^'heIelI> lends all youi toil, 
Wliidi you forego (o make it moie, 

Ajid perish oft the while. 
Who may disport them diversely 

Find never tedious day, 
Aod ease may have variety 

As well as action may. 



ENGUSH LVRfCS. 

OLVSSKS. 
But DBtnrel of the noblett frame 

Thete tollt and itngjeii pUue, 
And tbcy tike comfort in the rame 

Ai much u yoa in cue ; 
And with the thonsht of actioni put 

Are recreated itiU : 
When pleamre leavea a tonch at last 

To ibow that it wh ill. 

SIRBN. 
That doth opinion only cause. 

That'* oat of ctulom bced. 
Which makes ui manf other lawt 

Than ever nature did. 
No widows wfail for our delights, 




SAMVBL DANiEL. 

» 

For oft we Kc m wicked peace 
To be well changed for war. 



# 



SIREN. 

WcOpWeU, Ulysses, then I lee, 

I diall not have thee here : 
Afld tberefore I will come to thee. 

And take my fortnDe theie. 
I BBst be won that cannot win, 

Vetk)it were I not won, 
For beuty hath created been 

To undo, or be undone. 



ENGLISH LYRICS. 



SONG. 

COHE live with me uid be m; love, 
^id we will all the pleunies prove. 
That grove or valley, hill or field, 
Oi wood and ileepj' moantain yield. 

Where we will sil on rising locks, 
And see the shepherds feed theii floclu 
By shallow riven, to whose rails 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 




CHRISTOPHER iiAR'LOWE. 

A belt of straw, and ivy buds. 
With coral clasps, azid amber studs ; 
If these, these pleasures can thee move. 
To live with me, and be my love. 
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smsiriSH Lystcs. 



THF. SHEPHERD'S SONG. 

WHILE thai Ihe sun with his beams hot 
Scorched the fruiu id vale and mounuua, 
Pbilon the shepherd , late forgot, 
Silttng beiiiic a crystal founinin, 
In shadow of a gieen oak Iree 
Upon his pipe this song played he : 
Adieu Love, adieu Love, anliue Love, 
Unlnie Love, unlruc Love, adieu Loi-e; 
Your mind is lighl, soon losi for new love. 



long as I 




ANONYMOUS, 

Full sooo your love was leapt jbom me, 
Full foon my place he had obtained. 
Sooo came a third, your love to win, 
And we were out and be was in. 

Adien Love, adieu Love, untrue Love, 

Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love ; 

Your mind is li^t, soon lost for new love. 



53 



Sure yon have made me pasnng glad 

That you your mind so sooo removed, 
BefDre that I the leisure had 
To choose you for my best beloved : 
For all your love was past and done 
Two days before it was begun : — 
Adien Love, adieu Love, untrue Love, 
Untrue Love, untrue Love, adieu Love ; 
Yoor mind is light, soon lost for new love. 



ENGLISH Lymes. 



BALTHAZAR'S SONG. 



:, ladies, agh no ini 
lad one od shore. 



SIGH DO ma 
Men wei 
One foot in sea, 
To uiie thing constant nevcl 
Then sigh not so. 
But let tbem go. 
And be ytni blithe and bonr 
Converting all your soiinds of 
Into Hey nonny, noony. 




WILLIAM SMAKSPSSS. 



FAIRIES' SONG. 

YOU qiotled smkes with doable (oneue, 
Thotny heUgc-hogs, be not leeo ; 
Ncwtt, and blind •worms, do no wroi^ ; 
Cocoe not ncM em bicy qnecQ. 
nuloDWl, with mdodj 

Sii^ in oui s«ctl lulliby ; 

LdIU. lulu, InUib; ; lolU, lulU, lullaby : 

Never bano. 

Nor ipell nor chum. 

Come OQi lOTtlf lady nigh ; 

So, |;ood night, wilh lullaby. 

Wming spideis, come not hecc ; 

Hen^, )'ou long-!eggrd spinners, honce ! 
Btetlei black, approach not near ; 

Womi DOT »nail do no offence. 

t'tnkiaiel, nrJLh melody 

bing jn i>u> sweet lullaliy ; 
Lulk. lulla, lullaby: luUa, lulli, lutlal^: 

Koi spell nor charm, 
Comr out lovely lady nigh j 
."vj, gootl oiehl, with lullaby. 



EKGUSH trXtCS. 



SONG. 



'-pELLTD 



le where is fancy bred, 
Q (he heart or In Ihe head 

How b^ot, how nonrished? 
Reply, reply. 

It u engendered io the eyes. 

With gaiiiiE fed ; and fancy dies 

Id the cradle where il lies- 
Let va all rii^ fancy's knell : 
rU begin il.— DinE. dong, bell. 

Ding dong, betl. 




WILUAM SHAKSPBRK, 
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ZXXIV. 



SERENADE. 



WHO B Sflm ? what is she. 
Hut all oar swains commend her ? 
Holy, fiur and wise b she ; 

The heaven soch giaoe did lend her. 
That she might admired be. 



b she kind as she is fiur ? 

Fof beanty lives with kindness: 
Loie doth to hef eyes repair. 

To help him of his blindness ; 
And, being helped, inhabits there. 



Then to Silvia let us sing. 
That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the doll earth dwelling ; 

To her let OS garlands bring. 



ENGLISH LYRICS. 



FESTE, THE JESTER'S SONG. 1. 

O MISTRESS mine I where aie you Taaming? 
O ! sliy and bear ; youT true love's canning, 
TluLt QUI sing both high uid low. 
Trip no further, ptetly sweeting j 
Joume^'s end in lovers meeting, 
Every wise roan's son doth know. 

What is love ? 'lis not hereafter ; 
Present mirth hath present laughter ; 

What's to come is slill unsure : 
In delay there lies no plenty ; 
Theng 




WILLIAM SHAKSPSRE. 6i 

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

O ! prepare it : 
My part of death, no one so true 

Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower sweet. 

On my black coffin let there be strown ; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poor corse, where my bones shall be thrown : 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O ! where 
Sad true lover never find my grave. 
To weep there. 



XXXIX. 

SONG. 

ORPHEUS with his lute made trees. 
And the mountain tops that freeze. 
Bow themselves, when he did sing : 
To his music plants and flowers 
Ever sprung ; as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the billows of the sea, 
Hu)ig their heads, and then lay by. 



MHCU5H LYRiCS, 

In sweet music is such art, 
KUling care and grief of betrt 
Fall asleep, or hearing, die. 



XL. 



SERENADE. 



HARK, hark I the krk at heaven's gate sings. 
And Fhcebns 'gins arise, 
Hb steeds to water at those springs 

On chaliced flowers that lies ; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes : 
With every thing that pretty is, 
My lady sweet, arise : 
Arise, arise. 



XU. 



A DIRGE. 



FEAR no more the heat o' the sun, 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone, and ta*en thy wages : 
Golden lads and girls all must. 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 



WILLIAM SHAKSPERE. 

Fear no more the frown o* the g^eat ; 

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Fear no more the lightning-flash. 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 

Fear not slander, censure rash ; 
Thou hast finished joy and moan : 

All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign to thee, and come to dust. 



63 



No ezordser harm thee ! 
Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 
Nothing ill come near thee ! 
Quiet consummation have ; 
And renowned be thy grave ! 



Ef/GLisH Lymes. 



YOUTH AND AGE. 

CRABBED age and fouth cannot IK-e ic^ethet : 
Voulh is full of pleflsance, age is full of care ; 
Voulh like Eummei mom, age like winter wealhei ; 
Ymith like sum met brave, age like wintei baie. 
Voath is foil of aport, age's braaUi is short ; 

Youth is nimble, age is lame ; 
Vonth is hot and bold, age b weak and cold ; 

Youth is wild, and age is tame. 
Age, I do abhor thee : fouih, t do adore ihce ; 

O ! my love, my love is young. 
Age, 1 do defy thee ; O I sweet shepherd, hie thee, 
methinks thou slaye; 



SIR HENRY WOTTOS. 65 



SiK Hbnky Wotton, 
XLIII. 1568— 2639. 

THE CHARACTER OF A HAPPY LIFE. 

HOW happy is he bora and taught, 
That seireth not another's will ; 
Whose armour is his honest thought, 
And simple truth his utmost skill ! 

NNliose passions not his masters are ; 

Whose soul is still prepared for death. 
Untied unto the world by care 

Of public fame, or private breath ; 

\\lio envies none that chance doth raise, 

Nor vice ; who never understood 
How deepest wounds are given by praise ; 

Nor rules of state, but rules of good ; 

Wlio hath hLs life from rumours freed ; 

Whose conscience is his strong retreat ; 
NMiose state can neither flatterers feed, 

Nor ruin make oppressors great : 

F 



ENGLISH Lymes. 

Who God doih Inlc uid euly prny 
More of hb grace Ihui gifts lo lend ; 

And entcrtaiiu the harmless day 
With a [cligiom book oi friend. 

This man is freed &om servile bandi 
Of hope lo rise, or feai to fall ; 

Loid of himKir, though no! of loodi ; 
And having nolhii^, yet luth all. 



THOMAS DRKKER. 



Thomas Dbkkbk, 
XLIV. 1570?— 1638? 

SONG. 

ART thoa poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers : 
O sweet content ! 
Alt tboo rich, yet is thy mind perplexed ? 

O ponishment. 
Dott thoa laugh to see how fools are vexed ? 
To add to gcdden numbers, golden numbers. 

O sweet content, O sweet content. 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace, 
Honest labour bears a lovely fiice. 
Then hey nonny, nonny : hey nonny, nonny. 

Canst drink the waters of the crisped spring, 

O sweet content ! 
Swim'st thou in wealth, yet sink'st in thine own tears, 

O punishment. 
Then he that patiently want's burden bears. 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king. 

O sweet content, O sweet content. 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace. 
Honest labour bears a lovely face. 
Then bey nonny, nonny : hey nonny, nonny. 



USH LVKJCS. 



CORNELIA'S SONG. 

CALL fot the robin-fcd- breast and ihc « 
Since o'er shady giores the; hovtl. 
And with leaves ajid llowets do covei 
The fiicndless bodies or unboiied men. 
Call unto his funeral dole 
The ant, the Reld-tnouse, and the mole, 
To rear him hillocks that shall keep him va 
And, when gay tombs aic robbed, sustain ni 
But keep (he wolf fai thence, that's foe to a 
Fot with hit noils he'll dig them up again. 
Let holy church receive him duly, 




JOHS DOSNE. 



XLVI. 



John Donnb, 
«S73— »63«- 



THE MESSAGE. 



SEND home my long-strayed eyes to me, 
Which, oh ! too long have dwelt on thee ; 
Bat if there they have learnt such ill, 
Such forced fashions 
And false passions, 
That they be 
Made by thee 
Fit for no good sight, keep them still. 

Send home my harmless heart again, 
Which no unworthy thought could stain ; 
But if it be taught by thine 
To make jestings 
Of pretestings, 
And break both 
Word and oath, 
Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 



Vet send me back my heart and eyes. 
That I may know and see thy lies. 



KNGLISH lyjttCS. 

Ant] may laugh and joy when Ihau 
An in anguuti, 
And dost languish 
For Hime one 
Thai will none, 
Or prove as false m ihou dosi now. 



VALEDICTION, FORBIDDING MOURNINtl. 

AS virtuous men pass mildly away, 
And whisper lo Ulcir souls lo go ; 
^Vhil£t some of their sad friends do say, 
Now his brealh goes, and some say, no ; 



JOHS DONNE. 71 

Dull sublunary lovers' love, 

Whose soul is sense, cannot admit 
Absence ; for that it doth remove 

Those things which elemented it. 

But we, by a love so far refined, 

That ourselves know not what it is. 
Inter-assured of the mind. 

Careless, eyes, lips, and hands to miss. 

Our two souls therefore, which are one, 

Though I must go, endure not yet 
A breach, but an expansion. 

Like gold to airy thinness beat. 

If they be two, they arc two so 

As stiff twin compasses are two ; 
Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show 

To move, but doth if the other do. 

And though it in the centre sit, 

Yet when the other far doth roam, 
It leans and hearkens after it, 

And grows erect as that comes home. 

Such wilt thou be to me, who must. 

Like the other foot, obliquely run ; 
Thy firmness makes my circles just, 

And makes me end where I begun. 



w 



ElfGLtSU LVXICS. 



A HYMN TO GOU THE FATHER. 

ILT Tbou foigive thai sin where I b^un. 
Which was my sin, though it weie done before ? 
Will Thou forgive thnt ein, through which 1 run 

And do run siill, though slill I do deplore? 

When Thou hast done. Thou hast not done ; 

Foi I have more. 



Will Thou forgive that sin which I have won 
Others lo sin, and made my sins their door ? 

Will Thou forgive that sin which I did shun 
A year oi two, but wallowed in, a score ? 

When Thou host done. Thou hasl not done ; 



JOHN DONNE. 73 



XLIX. 

THE FUNERAL. 

WHOEVER comes to shroud me, do not harm 
Nor question much 
That subtle wreath of hair about mine arm ; 
The mystery, the sign you must not touch, 

For 'tis my outward soul. 
Viceroy to that which, then to heaven being gone, 
Will leave this to control 
And keep these limbs, her provinces, from dissolution. 

For if the sinewy thread my brain lets fall 

Through every part 
Can tie those parts, and make me one of all, 
The hairs, which upward grew, and strength and art 

Have from a better brain, 
Can better do*t : except she meant that I 
By this should know my pain. 
As prisoners then are manacled, when they're condemned 
to die. 

Whatc'cr she meant by *t, bury it with me ! 
For since I am 



74 E/KUSH LYSICS. 

Love's manyi, it might breed idcdatrf 
If into othei bonds these relics came. 

As 'twas humility 
Tu afford to it all (hat a soul Can do, 

That, linceyou would bsvc none of me, I Inirysome of you. 



BBN /ONSON. 7^ 



Bbn Jonson, 
1573— "637. 



HESPERUS' SONG. 



QUEEN and huntress, chaste and fair, 
Now the sun is laid to sleep ; 
Sealed in thy silver chair, 
State in wonted manner keep. 
Hespems entreats thy light. 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose ; 
Cynthia*s shining orb was made 
Heaven to clear, when day did close ; 

Bless us then with wished sight, 

Goddess excellently bright. 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart, 
And thy crystal -shining quiver ; 
Give unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe, how short soever : 

Thou that makest a day of night, 

Goddess excellently bright. 



ENCUSH LV/ttCX. 



CRISPINUS" AND HERMOCENES' SONG. 

IF I freely can discovei 
^Vhat would please me in my lover : 
I would hive her fair and witty. 
Savouring more of court Ibaa city; 
A little proud, but full of pity: 
Light and humoiouii in her toying, 
Oft building hopes, and soon desuoying ; 
Long, liut sweet in the enjoying ; 

Neither too easy, nor loo hard : 

All enlTcnics 1 would have barred. 



BEsW yOVSOAT. 
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LII. 



CLERIMONTS SONG. 



STILL to be neat, still to be drest, 
As yoa were going to a feast ; 
Stin to be pow d e r ed, still perfumed : 
Lady, it is to be presamed, 
Though art's hid causes are not found, 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 

Give me a look, give me a face. 
That makes simplicity a grace ; 
Robes loosely Bowing, hair as firee ; 
Such sweet neglect more taketh me 
Than all the adulteries of art : 
They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 



LIII. 

AN EPITAPH ON SALATHIEL PAVY, A CHILD 
OF QUEEN ELIZABETH'S CHAPEL. 

WEEP with me all you that read 
This little stor>- ; 
Ami know, for whom a tear you she<l 
Death's self is sorr)'. 



El,'GLtSH LYKICS. 

'TwEis n child Ihal so did thrive 

In grace and featore, 
As Heaven and Natuie seemed to strive 

Which owned ihe creatutc. 
Veais he numbered scarce thirteen 

When Fates tamed cruel, 
Vel three filled lodiacs had he been 

The stage's jewel ; 
And did act, what now wc moan, 

Old men so dalf. 
As, «ooth, the Farcz thought him one. 

He played so Iruly. 
So, hy error to his &,te 

They all consented ; 
But viewing him <inee, alas I loo tale, 

They have repented ; 
And have soi^hl, to give new hirth. 

In baths to steep him ; 




BEN JONSON. 79 



LIV. 



VOLPONE'S SONG. 

COME my Celia, let us prove, 
While we may, the sports of love ; 
Time will not be ours for ever : 
He at length our good will sever. 
Spend not then his gifts in vain. 
Sons that set may rise again : 
But if once we lose this light, 
Tb with us perpetual night. 
Why should we defer our joys ? 
Fame and rumour are but toys. 
Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spies ? 
Or his easier ears beguile. 
So removed by our wile ? 
Tis no sin love's fruit to steal, 
But the sweet theft to reveal : 
To be taken, to be seen. 
These have crimes accounted been. 



£NCU5» irSKS. 



TO CELIA. 

DRINK to me onlf with Ihine eye;. 
And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a kiss bul to the cup. 

And I'll Dot look for wine. 
The thiist that from the soul doih t'nc, 

Dolh ask a drink divioc ; 
But might I of Jove's nectar sup, 
1 would not cbaogc for thine. 

1 >ienl thee laic n rosy wiealh, 

Not so much honouring thcc, 
As givi;^ it a hope that there 




BEN JONSON, 



%t 



LVI. 



A NYMPH'S PASSION. 



I LOVE, and he loves me again. 
Yet dare I not tell who ; 
For if the nymphs should know my swain, 
I fear they'd love him too ; 

Yet if it be not known. 
The pleaswe h at good at none. 
For that's a narrow joy is but our own. 

1 11 tell, that if they be not glad. 

They yet may envy me : 
Bat then if I grow jealous mad, 

And of them pitied be. 
It were a plague Imve scorn, 

And yet it cannot be forbom. 
Unless ray heart would as ray thought be torn. 

He is, if they can find him, fair, 

And fresh and fragrant too. 
As summer's sky, or purged air. 

And looks as lilies do 
That are this morning blown ; 

Vet, yet I doubt he is not known. 
And fear much more, that more of him be shown. 

G 



ENGUSff LVSrCS. 

Bui he ha.th eyes so round and biighl, 

As make nway my doubl, 
Where Love may all his torches light 

Though Hate had pal Ihem out : 
Bui then to increase my fears, 

What nymph soc'er his voice but hears, 
Will be my rival, though she have but ear;. 

I'll tell no more, and yet I love. 

And he loves me ; yet no 
One unbecoming Ihoughl doth move 

From either heart I know ; 
But so exempt from blame. 

As it would be to each a fame, 
K love or fear would let me IcU his name- 




BEN JOKSOU. 83 

And cnamofired, do wish so they might 

But enjoy such a sight ; 
That they still were to run by her side. 
Through swofds, through seas, whither she would ride. 

Do but look on her eyes, they do light 

All that Love's world compriseth ! 
Do but look on her hair, it is bright 

As Love's star when it riseth ! 
Do but mark her forehead's smoother 

Than words that soothe her ! 
And from her arched brows, such a grace 

Sheds itself through the face, 
As alone there triumphs to the life 
All the gain, all the good of the elements' strife. 

Have you seen but a bright lily grow 

Before rude hands have touched it ? 
\W )*ou marked but the fall o' the snow 

Before the soil hath smutched it ? 
Ha' you felt the wool of beaver ? 

Or swan's down ever ? 
Or have smelt o' the bud o' the brier ? 

Or the nard in the fire ? 
Or have tasted the bag of the bee ? 
O so white ! O so soft ! O so sweet is she ! 



EffGLlSH LYi 



THF DEDICATION OF THE KING'S NEW 
CELLAR TO BACCHUS. 

SINCE, Bacchus, thou att fiUhci 
Of wines. IQ Ihee the rather 
Wc dedicate ihis cellar, 
W'hcFe new, tbou ut mode dwellei : 
And seal thee thy coQinuuian : 
Bui 'tis with a condjlion, 
Thit thou remain here taster 
Of all to the peat master. 
And look unlo their itioes. 
Their qunlilies and races. 
That boih their odour take him. 



BEN JONSON, 

Than Pbaebot, and moch stronger, 
To give mankind their eaies. 
And cme the world's diseases : 

So may the Mnscs foUow 
Thee still, and leave ApoUo 
And think thy stream most quicker 
Than Hippocrene's liquor : 
And thon make many a poet 
Before his bnun do know it ; 
So may there never quarrel 
Have issue from the barrel ; 
But Venus and the Graces 
Pursue thee in all places, 
And not a song be other 
Than Cupid and his mother. 

That when King James above here 
Shall feast it, thou may*st love there 
The causes and the guests too, 
And have thy tales and jests too, 
Thy circuits and thy rounds free, 
As shall the feast's fair grounds be. 

Be it he hold communion 
In great Saint George's union ; 
Or gratulates the passage 
Of some well-wrought embassage : 
Whereby he may knit sure up 
The wished peace of Europe : 



ENCUSH LVJtfCS. 

Or else a health advances. 
To put his Court iu dnncet, 
And scl us all on skipping, 
\Vhen with his royal duppinB 
The narrow scai are shady. 
And Charles brings home (he lady. 

Anissif fervor tafili, Hmntnaftie lucemit. 



RICHARD BARSFIBLD. 
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LIX. 



RiCHAJKO BaRNFIBLD, 
1574—1637. 



AS it fell opon a day. 
In the merry month of May, 
Sitting in a pleasant shade, 
Which a grove of myrtles made. 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing. 
Trees did grow, and plants did spring : 
Every thing did banish moan, 
Save the nightingale alone. 
She poor bird, as all forlorn, 
Leaned her breast against a thorn. 
And there sung the dolefuH'st ditty, 
That to hear it was great pity. 
Fie, fie, fie, now would she cry 
Teru, tern, by and by. 
That to hear her so complain. 
Scarce I could from tears refrain. 
For her griefs so lively shown, 
Made me think upon mine own. 
Ah I thought I, thou moum'st in vain, 
None takes pity on thy pain. 
Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee. 
Ruthless beasts, they will not cheer thee. 



EffCLiSH Lymes. 
King Pandion he a dead. 
All thy friends ore lapped in U 
All Ihy Tellow birds da sine, 
Cureless of ihy sonowmg. 
Even ao poor bird like thee, 
None alii-e will pity me. 



THOMAS HEYWOOD, 89 



Thomas Hbywooo, 
LX. 1575?— 1650? 

A MESSAGE TO PHILLIS. 

yE attle binb that sit and dxig 
•'• Amidst the shady valleys. 
And see how Phillis sweetly walks 

Within her gaiden alleys ; 
Go pretty birds about her bower, 
Sing pretty birds, she may not lower. 
Ah me ! methinks I see her (rown, 
Ye pietty wantons warble. 

Go tell her through your chirping bills, 

As you by me are bidden, 
To her is only known my love. 

Which from the world b hidden : 
Go pretty birds and tell her so, 
See that your notes strain not too low, 

For still methinki I sec her frown. 
Ye pretty wantons warble. 

Go tune your voices harmony, 
And sing I am her lover ; 



E.VGLISff LVSiCS. 






ORIANA'S SONG. 



COME sleep, and wilh Ihy sweel deceiving. 
Lock me in delighl awhile ; 
Le[ some pleasing dieoms beguile 
All my fancies ; Lhal from ihence, 
] may feci an influence. 
All my poweis of care bereaving ) 



Though bul a shadow, but a sliding, 
Lcl me know some liiile joy t 




BRAUMOST AND FLETCHER, 93 



LXllI. 
SONG OF THE PRIEST OF PAN. 

SHEPHERDS ftU, and maidens ihir, 
Fold your flocks op. for the air 
'Gins to thicken, and the son 
Already his great conne hath run. 
See the dew-drops how they kiss 
Every little flower that is ; 
Hanging 00 their Telvet heads. 
Like a rope of crystal beads ; 
See the heavy clouds low falling, 
And bright Hespenis down calling 
The dead night from under ground ; 
At whose rising mists unsound. 
Damps and vapours fly apace. 
Hovering o'er the wanton fifice 
Of these pastures, where they come 
Striking dead both bod and bloom : 
Therefore firom such danger lock 
Every one his loved flock ; 
And let your dogs lie loose without, 
Lest the wolf come as a scout 
From the mountain, and, ere day, 



M EUfCL/Sa LVXICS. 

Bear a lamb or kid away ; 
Or the crafty thievish fox 
Break opoo your simple flocks. 
To secure yourselves from these. 
Be not too secure in ease; 
Let one eye his watches keep 
While the other eye doth sleep; 
So yon shall good shepherds prove. 
And for ever hold the love 
Of our great god. Sweetest slumbers. 
And soft sflenoe, fiUl in numbers 
On your eye-lids ! So, farewell,! 
Thus I end my evening's knell. 



LXIV. 

SONG TO PAN. 

ALL ye woods, and trees, and bowers. 
All ye virtues and ye powers 
That inhabit in the lakes, 
In the pleasant springs or brakes, 
Move your feet 
To our sound, 
AMiilst we greet 
All this ground, 



BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER, 

With his honour and his name 
That defends oar flocks from blame. 

He is great and he is just. 
He is ever good, and must 
Thus be honoured. Dafibdiiies, 
Roses, pinks, and loyed lilies. 

Let us fling. 

Whilst we sing, 

Ever holy. 

Ever holy. 
Ever honoured, ever young ! 
Thus great Pan is ever sung. 
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LXV. 



SONG. 



AWAY, delights, go seek some other dwelling, 
For I must die ; 
Farewell, folse Love ; thy tongue is ever telling 

Lie after lie. 
For ever let me rest now from thy smarts ; 
Alas I for pity go. 
And fire their hearts 
That have been hard to thee ; mine was not so. 



SNGUSH LYRICS. 

Never agaiD deluding Lore ihall know me, 

Fot I wOl die; 
And all those grie& that think to ovet-grow mi 

SluJlbeMl: 
Fot ever will I sleep, wfaile poor maidt cry, 

'Alail for [ntr lUj^, 

AndkttHdIe 
With thee ; men canaot mocfc m in the da;.' 



GOD Lysns, ever yoang. 
Ever bononred, evei soi^ i 
Stained with blood of lost; grapea. 




BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER. 97 



LXVII. 
THE PASSIONATE LORD'S SONG. 

HENCE, aU you vain delights, 
As short as are the nights 
Wherein you spend your folly ! 
There's nought in this life sweet, 
If man were wise to see't. 
But only melancholy ; 
Oh ! sweetest melancholy. 

Welcome, folded arms, and fixed eyes, 
A sigh that piercing mortifies, 
A look that's fastened to the ground, 
A tongue chained up, without a soimd ! 

Fountain heads, and pathless groves, 
Places which pale passion loves ! 
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are warmly housed, save bats and owls ! 

A midnight bell, a parting groan ! 

These are the sounds we feed upon ; 
Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley ; 
Nothing's so dainty sweet as lovely melancholy. 

II 



ESCLISH LYRICS. 



ASPATIA'S SONG. 

LAY *, gulaod on my tieane, 
Orthedimwlyew; 
Maidens, willow branches bc« ; 

Say I died true; 

My lore was false, but 1 1 

From my honr of birth. 

Upon my buried body lie 

Lightly, gcDtle earth ! 







THOMAS MIDDLETON. 
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LXIX. 



Thomas M idolbton, 
1580?— 16»7. 



HIPPOLITO'S SONG. 



LOVE is like a Iamb, and love b like a lion ; 
Flj from love, he fights ; fight, then does he fly on. 
Love b all on fire, and yet b ever freezing ; 
Love b much in winning, yet b more in leesing ; 
Love b ever sick, and yet b never dying ; 
Love b ever true, and yet b ever lying ; 
Love does dote in liking, and b mad in loathing ; 
Love indeed b anything, yet indeed b nothing. 



ENGLISH LyKKS. 



PinHCAt Fi.cmm, 



A HYMN. 

DROP, iltop, slow lears, 
And bathe Iho^ic bcaulcous feet, 
Which brought from heaven 

The news and Prince nf peace : 
Cease not, wet eyes, 

To cry fo[ vengeance 

Sin doth never cease : 
In four deep Floods 

Drown all my faults and fears j 
No> let his eye 

See sin, but tbiough in 




THOMAS CAREW. loi 



Thomas Cajiiw, 
LXXI. i589?-i639. 

SONG. 

ASK me no more where Jove bestows, 
When June is past, the fading rose ; 
For in your beauty's orient deep 
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 

Ask me no more whither do stray 
The g;olden atoms of the day ; 
For, in pure love, heaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrich your hair. 

Ask me no more whither doth haste 
The nightingale when May is past ; 
For in your sweet dividing throat 
She winters and keeps warm her note. 

Ask me no more where those stars light 
That downwards fall in dead of night ; 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixed become as in their sphere. 



BNGLISH LVKKS. 

Ask me no mora if cut or west 
The phoenix builds her spicy nest ; 
For onlo jrou ftt last the Sies, 
And in your frtgnul bosom dies. 




CROMCB WITHER, 103 



Gboscb Withbr, 
LXII. i59o?-i667. 

THE SHEPHERD'S RESOLUTION. 

SHALL I, wtsdng in despair, 
Die bectnse a woman's fair ? 
Or make pale mj cheeks with care, 
'Came another's rosy are ? 
Be alie fairer than the day. 
Or the flowery meads in May ; 
If she be not so to me 
What care I how fair she be ? 

Should my heart be grieved or pine<l, 

'Cause I see a woman kind ? 

Or a well-disposed nature 

Joined with a lovely feature ? 

Be she meeker kinder than 

Turtle dove or pelican, 
If she be not so to me, 
What care I how kind she be ? 

Shall a woman's virtues move 
Me to perish for her love ? 



ENGLISH LYRKS. 

Or her weU-deseTvitig kiMwn 
Mak« me quite forget nine own? 
Be she with that goodnen ble«. 
Which may gtin her n«ine of bett, 
If she be not such to mei 
What care I how good the be? 

'Caute her fottoiie leemi too hi^, 
Shall I play the fool and die ? 
Thoie that bear a noble mind, 
Wbeie (hey want of richet fiod, 
Think what with them they woaU do. 
That witliout them dare to woo. 
And unless that mind I see. 
What care I, though great ibe be ? 
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ROBBKT HbXRICK, 
III. 1591—1674. 



The cheat of CUPID ; OR, THE 
UNGENTLE GUEST. 

ONE silent night of late, 
When every creature rested, 
Came one unto my gate. 
And knocking, me molested. 

Who's that, said I, beats there, 
And troubles thus the sleepy ? 

Cast ofT, said he, all fear ; 

And let not locks thus keep ye. 

For I a boy am, who 

By moonless nights have swerved ; 
And all with showers wet through, 

And c*en with cold half starved. 

I pitiful arose, 

And soon a taper lighted ; 
And did myself disclose 

Unto the lad benighted. 



EffGLisH Lymes. 

I nw be had ■ bow. 

And wing! loo, which did : 
And lookup down below, 

I qued be h«d ■ quiver. 

1 to mT i^himtw> y*fc Altfc^ 

BrouBhl him, ai lore p 
And chafed hii h«wU with mine. 

And dried hii droiqiing tKHMi 

Ad ^lAfiD he mt him wunied, 
Let'i tiy thii bow of oon. 

And ilring, if thejr be banned. 
Said he, with theie late ihowen. 

Forthwith hit bow he bent. 
And mt^AtA itiuig and am*. 




,ort*' "'''"""' 



10? 



XJXIV 



To»h.tcoyP«»' 
„^ smik». yet "*"* 

Me ••**''V^ — oeMtl- 

Thete, *e« P«*" 

And l>et«dM»t ve« 

„ I've sent one mote 

Cemioennchhe. 

And*»t'»'* 
NSn.icb 1 c« ^ 

Fa, ie«s no mote «> 
•11 1 «!cek supply 
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The glofioas lamp of heaven, the sun, 

The higher he's a-getting ; 
The sooner will his race be run. 

And nearer he's to setting. 

That age is best, which is the first. 
When joaih and blood are warmer ; 

But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times, still succeed the former. 

Then be not coy, but use your time ; 

And while ye may, go marry : 
For having lost but once your prime, 

You may for ever tarry. 



LXXVI. 

HIS POETRY HIS PILLAR. 

ONLY a little more 
I have to write, 
Then 111 give o'er. 
And bid the world good -night. 

*Tis but a flying minute. 

That I must stay. 
Or linger in it ; 

And then I must away. 



ENGLISH LVS/CS. 

time thai calt'xl down all > 
And tcatce leav'st here 

Memorial 
Of anj men thai were. 

1 tow many lie forgot 

In vaults beneath ? 
And piece-mtal rol 
Wiihoui a fame in death t 

Behold this living stone, 

I rear for me. 
Ne'er to be thrown 

Down, envious Time, by thee. 

PiUcrs let some set up. 

If so they please, 
Here is my hope, 

And my Pyramidts. 




ROBERT HER RICK, 

Eaie my ikk head, 
And make my bed, 
Thou Power that canst sever 
From me this ill : 
And quickly stiU : 
Thod^ thoa not kill 
My fever. 

Thou sweetly canst convert the same 

From a consuming fire. 
Into a gentle-licking flame. 
And make it thus expire. 
Then make me weep 
My pains asleep ; 
And give me such reposes, 
That I, poor I, 
May think, thereby, 
I live and die 
*Mongst roses. 



Ill 



Fall on me like a silent dew. 

Or like those maiden showers, 
Which, by the peep of day, do strew 
A baptism o'er the flowers. 
Melt, melt my pains, 
With thy soft strains ; 



BKCLISH LyJttCS. 

Thai luriDg csK me (iicn. 

With lull delist, 

I le&*e thii ligfat ; 

And talce mr ft^t 

For heaven. 



BID mc (o live, and I will live 
Thy ProteiUnt to be : 
Or bid UK love, and I will give 
A loving heut to thee. 




Bia ««»***«•• j^to see •• 
Vnaelb«^*fr 1^1 keep 

A»d bovine "o^'^,^^. 

u«ae.*.tc,^^-^, 

w^ hast commas** ^ 
'^^ «;i die for tncc. 
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.Aee«ly-'^^'"" 
^^l^-tuined*'^"""- 

Stay, s^y» 

^«tU the basting day 
Hast^ 



ENGLISH LYXICS. 



And, having prayed toEclhet, we 
Will go with yon aloi^. 

We ha*e short time to ttaj, u you. 
We have ai ihoK « tpiing ; 

Ai qnick ■ growth to meet decay, 
Ai you or any thing. 

We die, 
A* yoni houn do, and diy 

Or as the pearb of moraing'* dew. 
Ne'er to be found again. 



THE MAD MAID'S SONG. 
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Ah I woe is me, woe, woe is me ; 

AUck and well-a-day ! 
For pity, sir, find out that bee. 

Which bore my love away. 

Ill seek him in your bonnet brave ; 

111 seek him in yoor eyes ; 
Nay, DOW I think they have made his grave 

r the bed of strawberries. 

Ill seek him there ; I know, ere this. 
The cold, cold earth doth shake him ; 

Bat I wiU go, or send a kiss 
By you, sir, to awake him. 

Pray hurt him not ; thoo^ he be dead. 

He knows well who do love him. 
And who with green-turfs rear his head, 

And who do rudely move him. 

He's soft and tender, pray take heed. 
With bands of cowslips bind him ; 

And bring him home ; but 'tis decreed, 
That I shall never find him. 



ENGLISH LYKICS. 



TO BLOSSOMS. 

FAIR pledges of > frnitM ttee. 
Why do ye foil lo bit? 
YoBi date is Dot m put 
Bat yon miy stay yet here awhile. 
To bluih and gently tmDe ; 
And go at last. 

What, were ye boin to be 
An hour or halfs delight ; 
And so to bid good-ni^t i 

Twai pity Nature btioghl ye fmth 
Merely to show your woith 




ROBERT HBRRICK. try 

LXXXII. 

HIS PRAYER TO BEN JONSON. 

WHEN I a vene shall make. 
Know I have prayed thee. 
For old religion's sake. 
Saint Ben to aid me. 

Make the way smooth for me. 

When I, thy Herrick, 
Honourii^ thee, on my knee, 

Ofler my lyric 

Candles 111 give to thee, 

And a new altar ; 
And thou Saint Ben, shalt be 

Writ in my psalter. 

LXXXIII. 

THE NIGHT-PIECE. TO JULIA. 

HER eyes the glow-worm lend thee, 
The shooting stars attend thee ; 
And the elves also, 
Whose little eyes glow. 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee. 



^' 'wt Ihe dirt ,1^ 




KOBSKT HSKKICK. 



»9 



^*"^!!l^ fit., tittle toa: 

*** »^H«t fit. » tittle ^«««»' 
^ '^ ^J^ La tittle tie*!-. 

-».l«rt fit. 'tittle fi«> 

^•^"t^l^.tittlechoi.. 
^*^**Tlll^tfiU«.y tittle sp-e. 

i^ fit. » titt^» ^*' ' 
A. Bttle *t»ea»»" j. ^^, flo^ ; 

xutti.----*'-:ni^^^e">«. 

MsweeUy.laJy.P;' li^teielly- 
Xbistitaepivl^fi"^*^ 

;^''In ode tok be« ]ONso«- 

AH Ben •• 
. s», how o. wtien 

ShaU we thy »!«*" 
M«tattho.elyncfe«t» 

***^^ M«ie t the sun. 






'^Pfclu,, 







ROBERT MERRICK, ttx 

Under the spars of which I lie 

Both soft and dry. 
Where thoa, my chamber for to ward. 

Hast set a guard 
Of harmless thoughts, to watch and keep 

He while I sleep. 
Low is my porch, as b my fiite. 

Both void of state ; 
And yet the threshold of my door 

Is worn by the poor. 
Who thither come, and freely get 

Good words or meat. 
Like as my parlour, so my hall. 

And kitchen small ; 
A little buttery, and therein 

A Uttle bin. 
Which keeps my little loaf of bread 

Unchipped, unflead. 
Some brittle sticks of thorn or brier 

Make me a Bre, 
Close by whose living coal I sit, 

And glow like it. 
Lord, I confess too, when I dine, 

The pulse is thine, 
And all those other bits that be 

There placed by thee. 
The worts, the purslain, and the mess 



Cimci Huinr, 
LXXXVm. 'sn-'ia- 

VIRTUE. 

SWEET day, so cool, so calm, so br^ht, 
The bridal of the canh and sky, 
The dew shftll weep thy (all to-nighi : 
For thou must die. 

Sweet rose, whose hue nngiy and buvc 
Bids ibe rash gaiei wipe bis eye. 
Thy lool is cvci in its grave. 

And thou must die. 



Swocl spring, full of sweet days and n 




GkORGS HERBERT, its 



LXXXIX. 

BdAN'S MEDLEY. 



H 



ARK how the birds do sing, 
And woods do ring : 
All craOnies have their joy, and man hath his. 
Yet if we rightly measure, 
Bfan's joy and pleasure 
Rather hereafter than in present b. 

To this life things of sense 
Make their pretence ; 
In the other angek have a right by birth : 
Man ties them both alone. 
And makes them one. 
With the one hand touching heaven, with the other earth. 

In sool he mounts and flies, 
In flesh he dies ; 
He wears a stuff whose thread is coarse and round. 
But trimmed with curious lace. 
And should take place 
After the trimming, not the stuff and ground. 

Not that he may not here 
Taste of the cheer : 




So sort be tip "^ tMn^ 

or bettei ddnk 

Bt »9 attain to iA« ha k dHd< 

BataaUJojamtadili. 
SobbfatfoaUai 
Hahalb two wtatcnv otiMv BvVfiDBtiiBfei 



AndtteUi%l 
And he of an tUnp Inn two dntti alMc 

Vet CTCD the greatett grieb 
May be relieli. 
Could he bat talce them right and in tb«r wi]n. 
Happy ii he whote heart 
Hath faand the art 
To tnm hii double paina to douUe praite. 



BITTER-SWEET. 

AH I my dear ai^ry Loid, 
Since Iboo dost love, yet strike, 
Cast dowD, yet help alTord ; 
Suie I will do the like. 



GEORGE HERBERT. xa? 

I will complain, yet praise, 

I will bewail, approve ; 
And all my sour-sweet days 

I will lament, and love. 



XCI. 



EASTER. 



I GOT me flowers to strew thy way, 
I got me boughs off many a tree ; 
But thou wast up by break of day. 
And brought'st thy sweets along with thee. 

The sun arising in the east. 

Though he give light, and the east perfume. 
If they should offer to contest 

With thy arising, they presume. 

Can there be any day but this. 

Though many suns to shine endeavour ? 
We count three hundred, but we miss : 

There is but one, and that one ever. 



UNCLISH IfJt/CS 



SERVANT'S SONG. 

IF Love his arrows shool so fisl, 
Soon his featbcied stock will woilcl 
Bnt 1 mutnke in thinking so, 
Love's anQWi in his qulirer grow ; 
How can he want artillery ? 
Thai appears loo inie in me : 
Two shafti feed apon mf breast. 
Oh 1 make it quiver for the mi, 
Kill me wiih lore, thou angry son 
Of Cylheiea, or lei one, 
One sharp golden am>w fly, 




JAMES SHIRLEY. i»9 



XCIII. 

SONG OF THE NUNS. 

O, FLY my soul 1 What hangs upon 
Thy drooping wmgs. 

And weighs them down 
With love of gaudy mortal things ? 
The sun is now i* the east ; each shade 

As he doth rise 

Is shorter made, 
That earth may lessen to our eyes : 
Oh ! be not careless then, and play 

Until the star of peace 
Hide all his beams in dark recess. 
Poor pilgrims needs must lose their way, 
Wlien all the shadows do increase. 



XCIV. 

SONG OF CALCHAS. 

THE glories of our blood and state 
Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against fate ; 
Death lays his icy hand on kings : 

K 



ENGLISH LVmCS. 

Seeptte and ctowo 

Must lumble down. 
And in ihc dusl be equal made 
Wiih ihe poor crcxifccd sqrthe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the FieJd, 

And plant fresh laurels whew ihcy kill : 

Bui Iheii Strang nerves ot lost must yield ; 

They lame but one inather still : 

Early oi late, 

They stoop to fate, 

And most give up ihrir murmuring faretth, 

When Ihey, pale captives, creep to death. 

The Ear land a wither on your brow, 

Then boast no more yoni mighty deeds ; 

Upon Death's purple altar now, 
Sec, where the vicior-viciim bleeds: 




SiMON WASTRLL. 



"3« 



XCY. 



Simon Wastbll, 
circm xftcu. 



UPON THE IMAGE OF DEATH. 

BEFORE my (ace the picture hangs 
That daily should put me in mind 
Of those cold qualms and bitter pangs, 

That shortly I am like to find : 
But yet, alas ! full little I 
Do think hereon that I must die. 



I often look upon the face 
Most ugly, grisly, bare, and thin ; 

I often view the hollow place 
Where eyes and nose had sometime been ; 

I see the bones, across that lie, 

Yet little think that I must die. 



I read the label underneath, 
That telleth me whereto I must : 

I see the sentence eke that saith 
' Remember, man, that thou art dust.' 

But yet, alas ! but seldom I 

Do think indeed that I must die. 



Lrxics. 

Conlinuillf al m; ti«d'i htid 

An hearse doth bang, which doth me 
That I cie moroing may be dead, 

Though now 1 feel myietf fuU welt : 
Itul yet, alu I Tot xU this I 
iluvc lillle mind that I must die. 



The gowD which I du use lo we«i. 
The knife wherewith 1 cut my meoti 

And tke ihst old and ancient chair 
Which is my only usual seat. 

All Ibcse do tell me I must die, 

And yet my life amend not I. 

My ancestors ire turned to clay. 
And many of my males are gone. 

My youngers daily drop away, 
And can I think lo 'scape alone? 




S/X WiLUAM DAVRNANT. 
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XCVI. 



SiK William Davkm ant, 
1605—1668. 



SONG. 



THE lark now leaves his watery nest, 
And climbing, shakes his dewy wings ; 
He takes this window for the east ; 

And to implore your light, he sings, 
Awake, awake, the mom will never rise, 
Tin she can dress her beauty at jrour eyes. 



The merchant bows unto the seaman*s star. 
The plou^mian from the sun his season takes ; 

Bat still the lover wonders what they are, 
Who look for day before his mistress wakes. 

Awake, awake, break through your veils of lawn, 

Then draw your curtains, and begin the dawn. 



aXCLiSM LYXKS. 



SONG. 

GO, lovely lose ! 
Tell hei thai nasics hei time, an 
That now she knows. 
When I resemble her lo thee. 
How swcci Mid (au she seeou to be. 

Tell her that's young. 
Anil iJiuni to have hci graces spied, 

Thai hadit thou sprung 
Id dpserts, where do men Hbide, 
Thou must have uncammended died. 

Small is the worth 



JOHN MILTON, 135 



John Milton, 
XCVIII. 1608-1674. 

SONG ON MAY MORNING. 

NOW the bright morning star, day's harbinger^ 
Conies dancing from the east, and leads with her 
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose. 

Hail bounteous May, that dost inspire 

Mirth and youth and warm desire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy dressing. 

Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing. 
Thus we salute thee with our early song, 
And welcome thee and wish thee long. 



XCIX. 

THE LADY'S SONG. 

SWEET Echo, sweetest nymph, that liv*st unseen 
Within thy airy shell 
By slow Meander's margent green. 
And in the violet-embroidered vale, 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 



.}6 EfKUSH LVKKS. 

Nightly )o Ihce hei ud lODg moumcth well : 
Can '(I (boa not icll me of a gentle paii 
Thsl likcst ihy Nirricsus are 1 
O I if thou have 
Hid ihciu in some flowciy cave. 

Tell rae but where, 
Sweet queen of pailey , dRoghtci of the sphetc 
So nisy'&I thou be liiuislsletl to the ^kies. 
And give resounding gince to all hcaven'E hanmin 



S/Jt JOHN SUCKLING. \yi 



Sib John Suckling, 
x6o9 — 1641. 



ORSAMES' SONG. 

WHY so pde and wan, fond lover ? 
Prithee, why so pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 
Prithee, why so pale ? 

Why so dull and mute, young sinner? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 
Will, when speaking well can't win her, 

Saying nothing do 't ? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 

Quit, quit, for shame ! this will not move. 

This cannot take her ; 
If of herself she will not love. 

Nothing can make her : 

The devil uke her ! 



Lyg/cs. 

And desiring lo love Inie, 
Tbou dtsl begin to love BOew, 

Know this, 

Thoa lovesl amus. 
And to love tnie, 
Tlton mnit bccin aeiui, and love www. 



RICHARD CRASH AW. 141 



Richard Csashaw, 
CU. 1619 — 1649. 

ON THE ASSUMPTION. 

HARK ! she is called, the porting hour is come ; 
Take thy farewell, poor world I Heaven must go 
home. 
A piece of heavenly earth ; purer and brighter 
Than the chaste stars, whose choice lamps come to light 

her, 
Whil*st through the crystal orbs, clearer than they. 
She climbs ; and makes a far more milky way. 
She's called. Hark how the dear immortal dove 
Sighs to his silver mate, ' Rise up,' my love. 
Rise up, my fair, my spotless one. 
The winter's past, the rain is gone ; 
The spring is come, the flowers appear, 
No sweets, save thou, are wanting here. 
Come away, my love. 
Come away, my dove. 

Cast off delay ; 
The court of heaven is come 
To wait upon thee home ; 
Come, come away ! 



tm" 



JMRCMT XfiMfe 



OriMkl[lr wovl4» nM Am 
Hm qpdqg it oonc^ or if H tbqr 
Tb to lusep tiflM iHtih ^ a^. 

xBB nni n bQb6» cansqK lo nniCH m 

Oeteli In aedM IMB to 

OriflieaMkelHi 
' Hiittitinarii,Wlqr«Aetoi«»s 
If suMMf oone noty how oui wiiilci (p^r 
Come ftwiqfy oome iwif t 

The shrill winds chide, the waters weep thy stay, 
The fountains murmur, and each loftiest tree 
Bows lowest his leafy top to look for thee. 
Come away, my love, 
Come away, my dove, 

Cast off delay; 
The court of heaven is come 
To wait upon thee home ; 
Come, come away. 



She's called again. And will she go ? 
When heaven bids come, who can say no ? 
Heaven calls her, and she must away. 
Heaven will not, and she cannot stay. 
Go then ; go, glorious on the golden wings 
Of the bright youth of heaven, that sings 
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Under so sweet a burden. Go, 
Since thy dread son will have it so. 
And while thou goest, our song and we 
Will, as we may, reach after thee. 

Hail, holy queen of humble hearts ! 
We in thy praise will have our parts. 
And though thy dearest looks must now give light 
To none but the blest heavens, whose bright 
Beholders, lost in sweet delight, 
Feed for ever their fair sight 
With those divinest eyes, which we 
And our dark world no more steill see ; 
Though our poor eyes are parted so, 
Yet shall our lips never let go 
Thy gracious name, but to the last 
Our loving song shall hold it fast. 
Thy precious name shall be 
Thyself to us, and we 
With holy care will keep it by us. 
We to the last 
Will hold it fast. 
And no Assumption shall deny us. 
All the sweetest showers 
Of our fairest flowers 
Will we strow upon it. 

Though our sweets cannot make 
It sweeter, they can take 



ENGLISH LVKICi. 

Themselves new sweemcss fiom it. 
Muu, men aod angels sing, 
Mniia, mothei of oui King- 
Live, rosy princess, live, and may [he biigbt 
down of a most incompafable light 
Embrace thy radiant brows. O may llw bcsi 
Of everlasting joyt bathe thy white bieasL 
Live, OUT chaste love, the holy miilh 
Of heaven ; the humble piide of earth. 
Live, crown of women ; queen of men ; 
live, mistress of oui song. And when 
Oui weak desires have done their best, 
iiwccl angels come, and sing the int. 



SIR RICHARD LOVELACE. 



«4S 



cm. 



Sjr Ricmaro Lov slack, 
1618— 1658. 



TO LUCASTA. GOING BEYOND THE SEAS. 

IF to be absent were to be 
Away from thee ; 
Or that when I am gone, 
You or I were alone ; 
Then my Lucasta might I crave 
Pity from blustering wind or swallowing wave. 

But III not sigh one blast or gale 
To swell my sail. 
Or pay a tear to 'suage 
The foaming blew -god's rage ; 
For whether he will let me pass 
Or no, I'm still as happy as I was. 



Though seas and land betwixt us Imih, 
Our faith and troth, 
Like separated soub, 
All time and space controls : 
Above the highest sphere we meet. 
Unseen, unknown, and greet as angels gret^t. 



ENflLtSH LVKKS. 

So tben wc do oniidpate 
Oui afla-fale. 
And arc alive i' the skiet. 
If thus OUT lip( nnd eyes 
Can speak like spiiils unconlined 
In heaven, their earthy bodies left behind, 



TO LUCASTA. GOING TO THE WARS. 

TELL mc not, sweet, I un unkind, 
Thai from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste brea.il and quiet mind 
To war and arms I fiy. 




SIR RICHARD LOVELACE. 147 



CV. 

TO ALTHEA; FROM PRISON. 

WHEN Love with unconiiiied wings 
Horn, within wpte.. 
And my divine Althea brings 

To whisper at the grates ; 
When I lie tangled in her hair, 

And fettered to her eye ; 
The gods that wanton in the air. 
Know no snch liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 

With no allaying Thames, 
Our careless heads with roses bound, 

Our hearts with loyal flames ; 
When thirsty grief in wine we steep. 

When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes that tipple in the deep. 

Know no such liberty. 

Wlien, like committed linnets, I 
With shriller throat shall sing 

The sweetness, mercy, majesty, 
And glories of my king ; 



When 1 ihall voice alcmd, how giio] 
lie U, how great ^hnutcl be ; 

Knltu^eii wind* ihat curl lh( lltvxl, 
Know no nicb liberty . 

^lone wiJIe do Dot > prixm make, 

Nni imn tnra > cage ; 
MindE innocent and (jui^ take 

Tliat for an berniilaBe : 
in hare frecdam in mj love. 

And JD my kiqI am free ; 
Angels alone that soar alKive, 

Enjoy such liberty. 




ANDREW MARVELL. 149 



Andrbw Makvsll, 
CVI- i6ao— 1678. 

BERMUDAS. 

WHERE the remote Bennudas ride, 
lo the ocean's bosom unespyed ; 
From a small boat, that rowed along. 
The listening winds received this song. 

What should we do but sing his praise, 
That led us throu^ the watery mase. 
Unto an isle so long unknown, 
And yet {ax kinder than our own ? 
Where he the huge sea-monsters wracks 
That lift the deep upon their backs. 
He lands us on a grassy stage. 
Safe from the storms, and prelate s rage. 
He gave us this eternal spring. 
Which here enamels everything ; 
And sends the fowls to us in care, 
On daily \'isits through the air. 
He hangs in shades the orange bright. 
Like golden lamps in a green night. 
And does in the pomegranates close. 



SSGI./i 



LVKICS. 



Jewels more rich thao Oimus shows. 
He mikes the ligi nur imiuthi to meei 
And throws thf melons at otu feet. 
But apples plants of such a price, 
No tree could ever beat them twice. 
With cedars diosen by his hand. 
From LebfUlon, he stores the IiumI. 
And makes the hollow aeas, thai roar 
Proclaim the ambe^iis on shore. 
He cost, o[ which we rather boesl. 
The Gospel's pearl upon our coast. 
And in these rocks for us did fiame 
A temple, where lo sound his name. 
Oh ! let oai voice his pnusc exalt, 
'Til i[ arrive at heaven's vault ; 
Which, then, perhaps, rebounding, a 
Echo beyond the Mcxique Boy. 
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Hbnky Vaugman, 
CVII. i6ai— 169^ 

THE RETREAT. 

HAPPY those early days, when I 
Shined in my angel infanqr ! 
Before I nndeistood this place 
Appointed for my second race. 
Or tanght my soul to fancy oaght 
But a white, celestial thought ; 
When yet I had not walked above 
A mile or two, from my first love. 
And looking back, at that short space. 
Could see a glimpse of his bright face ; 
When on some gilded cloud or fiower 
My gazing soul would dwell an hour, 
And in those weaker glories spy 
Some shadows of eternity ; 
Before I taught my tongue to wound 
My conscience with a sinful sound, 
Or had the black art to dispense 
A several sin to every sense, 
But felt through all this fleshly dress 
Bright shoots of evcrlastingness. 



ESCLISH LVKKS. 

O how I loDg 10 Invd back, 
And tread tcun th>t aneieiit Mckl 
That I might ooce moie leadi llwt plain, 
Wbeie fint I kA mj xlarioBi tnin; 
From wbace the enlightened tpirit icci 
That duuljr dty of palm ticcs. 
But ahl nty Knl with too mnch itajr 
Is dnmk, and itaggm in tile way. 
Some men a foiwa»i motion love. 
But I by backward Btepi wooM nan; 
i\nd when this dotl Uli lo die nm. 
In ihal stale I came, retum. 




HENRY VAUGHAN. 153 

Did in pure love descend 

To die here for thy sake ; 
If thou can'st get but thithef , 

There grows the flower of peace. 
The rose that cannot wither, 

Thy fortress and thy ease. 
Leave then thy foolish ranges. 

For none can thee secure, 
But One, who never changes, 

Thy (;od, thy life, thy cure. 



CIX. 

THEY are all gone into the world of light ! 
And I alone sit lingering here ; 
Their very memory is fair and bright. 
And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Like stars upon some gloomy grove. 
Or those faint beams in which this hill is dressed, 
Af^er the sun's remove. 

I »ce them walking in an air of glory. 
Whose light doth trample on my days ; 



My (lays, which are at best but doll tai hotiy. 
Mere glimnichng and itctgt. 

O holy hope '. and high huniiliiy, 

High u iht: heavens abovi I 
Theiie ur youT walkb, and you have shewed ihcm mc 
To kindle my cold love. 

Dear, beauteous death ! the jewel of the jiul, 

Shinii^ no where, but in the duk ; 
VfhaX niysteriet. do lie beyond ihjr ditU ; 
Could man ouilook that muk! 

lie that haih found some fledged bitd'& oest, may knu* 

At liral sighi, if the bird be Sown i 
liul what fair well or grove he iing; in now, 
That is 1.) him unknown. 



HENRY VAUGHAN. 
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O father oTeieMiiHiBv and all 
Created glories under thee t 
Resume thy spirit from this world of thrall 
Into true liberty. 



Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill 

My perspective, still, as they pass ; 
Or else remove me hence unto that hill. 
Where I shall need no glass. 



MSGLISH LYKKS. 



THE RELAPSE. 

OH ton unjr thoK czuel cjt*. 
The (Un of mr undoiiig ; 
(h- death io lucb > bri^l diagoiie 
Majr tempt x sectHid mxHi^. 

Puniih Iheii blind uid impknti piide. 
Who due contemn thf glorj ; 

It WW my fall that deified 
Thjr name, and *e«I«cl ihy ttory. 
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John Dkydsn, 
CXI 1631— 1700. 

SONG TO A FAIR YOUNG LADY, GOING 
OUT OF TOWN IN THE SPRING. 

ASK not the cause why sullen spring 
So long deUjrs her Bowers to bear ; 
Why warbling birds forget to sing. 

And winter storms invert the year : 
Chloris is gone ; and fate provides 
To make it spring, where she resides. 

Chloris is gone, the cruel fair ; 

She cast not hack a pitying eye : 
But left her lover in despair, 

To sigh, to languish, and to die : 
Ah ! how can those fair eyes endure 
To give the wounds they will not cure. 

Great god of love, why hast thou made 
A face that can all hearts command. 

That all religions can invade. 

And change the laws of every land ? 

Wliere thou hadst placed such power before, 

Thou should *st have m.ide her mercy more. 



MNCUSH LVKKX. 



VICTORIA'S SONU. 

All Chlorin ' Ihil I now coulil mi 
Ai micancenied. u when 
Voui inlinl bcaul; could begcl . 
No pleuore ikx no pain. 

When I (h« diwn utcd in odmlir, 
And praiicd (he coming day, 

I liiile ihoiighl ihe growing lire 
Musi lake my tell RW«y. 

Your charms in tuumlets childhood lay, 

Like raelali in ttw mine: 
Age from no face look more awsj . 

Than youth concealed in ihine. 




S/H CHARLES SEDLEV. 

Each gloried in their wanton part : 

To make a lover he 
Employed the utmost of his art, 

To make a beauty she. 

Though DOW I slowly bend to love, 

Uncertain of my fate, 
If your fair self my chains approve, 

I shall my freedom hate. 

Lovers, like dying men, may well 

At first disordered be ; 
Since none alive can truly tell 

Wliat fortune they must see. 



i6i 



M 



KtXUSM LVKICS. 



LOVE ARMED. 



LOVE in fantuttc triumph sal, 
Whilil bleeding hrauu around him Bowc!. 
Foi whom ftnh pains he did cieate, 

And strange iTnuinic power he showed. 
From thy bright njts he look his lire. 

Which round about in sport he hutleJ ; 
But 'twas from mine he look desire 
Enough to undo the amorous world. 

From mc he took hit sighs and leari, 



ANONYMOUS. t«3 



Anon. 
CXV. «*5«- 

PHILLADA. 

OH ! what a pain is love : 
How shaU I bear it ? 
She will unconstant prove, 

I greatly fear it 
She so torments my mind, 

That my strength faileth, 
And wavers with the wind 

As a ship saileth : 
Please her the best I may, 
She loves still to gainsay : 
Alack and well-a-day ! 

Phillada flouts me. 

All the fair yesterday 
She did pass by me, 

She looked another way 

And would not spy me : 

I woo'd her for to dine, 
But couki not get her : 

Will had her to the wine- 
He might intreat her. 



eUGUSH LVnKS. 
VViih Duiici xhe did dance. 
On me &he looked atkincc ; 
Oh I thiice unhappy clwflce i 

Phillada RouU tne. 



Fail maid '■ be nol so coy. 

Do nol dudaii) mc ! 
I icn my mother's joy : 

Sweet \ cQleilua mc ! 
Shell give me when ihe dies 

All ibax ii tilling : 
Her poultry and her bees. 

Ami her goose siltine, 
A pair nf matliau beds. 
And a Ing full of ihreds; 
And ycl. for sill thii guedei, 

rhillada (louts mc. 
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And yet it grieves my heart 
So soon from her to part : 
Death strike me with his dart ! 
Philbda flouts me. 



Thon shalt eat crudded cream 

All the year lasting, 
And drink the crystal stream 

Pleasant in tasting. 
Whig and whey whilst thou lust, 

And ramble-berries. 
Pie-lid and pastry crust. 

Pears, plums, and cherries ; 
Thy raiment shall be thin, 
Made of a weevil's skin — 
Yet all's not worth a pin : 

Phillada flouts me. 



Fair maiden ! have a care, 

And in time take me ; 
I can have those as fair, 

If you forsake mc : 
For Doll the dairy maid 

Laughed at me lately. 
And wanton Winifred 

Favours me greatly. 



E/VGLtSf/ LYSKS 

One ituows milk on m; dolho, 

T' olbct plays with my nose : 

What waating sigiu ut ihow '. 

Philkda flouli me. 



1 c. 






AtiJ 



Love wounds my heart so de 

Without aU reuoD. 
I 'gin (o pine away 

In my Jove's shadow, 
Like SB a fal beasi may 

Penned in a meadow. 
I Uiall be dead, I fear. 
Within this thoosaod yeat : 
And nil iai that my deai 

Phillada Soats me. 
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Matthkw Phiok, 
CXVI. 1664-1731. 

TO A CHILD OF QUALITY, FIVE YEARS 

OLD. MDCCIV. THE AUTHOR 

THEN FORTY. 

LORDS, knights, and squires, the numerous band. 
That wear the fair Miss Mary's fetters. 
Were summoned by her high command. 
To shew their passions by their letters. 

My pen amongst the rest I took. 
Lest those bright eyes that cannot read 

Shouki dart their kindling fires, and look. 
The power they have to be obeyed. 

Nor quality, nor reputation. 

Forbid me ]ret my flame to tell. 
Dear five years old befriends my passion. 

And I may write till she can spell. 

For while she makes her silk-worms beds. 

With all the tender things, I swear. 
Whilst all the house my passion reads. 

In papers round her baby*s hair. 



xxcusa irjtKs. 

She miy receive and own my flaiM> 

For though tbc sliictest pnules «boalJ koo* II, 
She'll |>a» for a most virtuous dune, 
And I for an unhappy poet. 

Then too, atu ] when she Ehnl) lean 
The lines some younger rival sendt, 

Shell give tnc leave to wrllc I fear. 
And we ^hall still continue frieadi. 

Foi as our diflercttt kges move, 

Tis so orilained, would fate bul mcml li '. 
That 1 shall be pasl making love 
When she liegins to comprehend il. 



AN ODE, 
"*iIE miTchanl, <a secure his treasure. 



MATTHEW PRIOR. 

Mj lyre I tune, mj Toioe I ndae. 
But with mj namben mix mj sighs; 

And whilst I sing Euphelia's piaise, 
I fix mj soul oo Cloe's qres* 



169 



Fair Cloe blushed : Eophelia frowned : 
I song and gaied : I played and trembled 

And Venus to the Loves around 
Remarked, how ill we all disKmbled. 



gjtVUSH irKirs 



b 



THE STRAY NVMPII. 

CEASE youi laaiic, gentle sws 
Saw ye Ddia cio» Ihe plain 
Every Ihickel, every gfove, 
lUve I ringed, la find my l<m;t 
A kid, a !ninb, my flock, 1 give. 
Tell me only doth she live. 



White her skin as 
In her cheek the roses blow ; 
And her eye is biighlei [or 
Than the beamy moming star. 
When hei ruddy Lp ye view, 
Tis a beny moist with dew : 
And her breath. Oh 1 'tis a gate 
Passi[lg o'er a fiagranl vale, 
Passing, when a friendly shower 
Freshens every herb and flower. 
Wide her bosom opens, gay 
As the ptimrose-dell in May, 
Sweet as violet -borders growitig 



AMBROSE PHILLIPS. 
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Over fountains ever-flowing. 
Like the tendrib of the vine 
Do her auburn tresses twine, 
Glossy ringlets all behind 
Streaming buxom to the wind, 
When along the lawn she bounds, 
Light, as hind before the hounds : 
And the youthful ring she fires. 
Hopeless in their fond desires, 
As her flitting feet advance. 
Wanton in the winding dance. 



Tell me, shepherds, have ye seen 
My delight, my love, my queen ? 



f 


EHOJSH LVRKS. 


1 






SONG. 


1 


IV /T V Hays hate \xxa sa wondVotu fiee, 
iVl The UlUc biris Ihal fly 
Wilh careless cum from Inw lo iim, 

W«ebulii*blcslial. 



Ask eliding wftteis, iTa teu 
Of mine increased theit stieain ? 

Ot ask the flying gales, if e'ct 
I lent one sigh to them ? 

But now my former days teliie. 
And I 'm by beauty cai^ht, 

The tender cbaiiu of sweet desire 
Are fixed upon my thought. 

Ve nightingales, ye twisting pines I 
Ve swains that haunt the grove ! 

Ve gentle echoes, bieeiy winds 1 
Yg close retreats of love 1 



THOMAS PARNBLL. 

With all of nature, all of art, 

Assist the dear design ; 
O teach a young, unpractised heart. 

To make my Nancy mine. 

The very thought of change I hate. 

As much as of despair ; 
Nor ever covet to be great, 

Unless it be for her. 
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Tis true, the pasioo in my mind 
Is mixed with soft distress ; 

Vet while the Cur I love is kind, 
I cannot wish it less. 



S.VGiiiH Lrxics. 



■ 

] 



f'OLYPHEME'S SONC. 

Q RUDDIER ihM u,^ ^„^ , 
O iweeter than ihe berry t 

O nymph moie bright 

Thnn moonshine niehi. 
Like kidling,. blithe aodmcr^. 
Ki(ie 05 Ihe melting cluaier, 
N" lily has Bucfa luare ; 

\'cl hard lo lame 

A« raginB flame, 
An.) fierce MsionnMh.iUu.ier. 
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Alixandbr Pops, 
CXXI. 1688-1744- 

ODE ON SOLITUDE. 

HAPPY the man whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air 

In his own ground : 

Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 

Whose flocks supply him with attire ; 
Whose trees in summer yield him shade. 

In winter fire : 

Hlcst, who can unconcernedly find 

Mours, days and years slide soft away ; 
In health of body, peace of mind, 

Quiet by day : 

Sound sleep by night, study and ease. 

Together mixed ; sweet recreation ; 
And innocence, which most docs please, 

With meditation. 



jt, KNCUSH Lv/trcs. 

Thui let nic live, anH^a1, onkiiawii, 
ThuN, unUmenlrd, lei me die. 
Steal fiom the wotid, and ool > stmt 
Tell where I lie. 

CXXIl 
TilK DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SQi 

VITAL spuk o! heavenly flune I 
Quil, oh ! quil this tnottal (nunc^ 
TicmMing, hailing, lingering, Sfing, 
Uh I ihe pain, the blja of dying. 
Cease, fond Naluie, cease thy strife, 
And lei me Uneiii^b ii>(o li^- 

1 lai k t ihcy whisper ; ai^ll isy, 
' Sislcr spiiil, come away !' 
What a this absorbs me quite } 
Sicils my lenses, shuts my sight. 
Drownt my spirit, draws my bieolh ? 



HES'RV CARKV. 
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CXXIII. 



Hbnkv Carky, 
1693?— 1743. 



SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 

OF all the girls that are lo smart 
There*s none like pretty Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

There vk no lady in the land 

Is half so sweet as Sally ; 

She b the darling of my heart. 

And ^c lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets 

And through the streets does cry 'em ; 
Her mother she sells laces long 

To such as please to buy *em : 
But sure such folks could ne*er beget 

So sweet a girl as Sally ! 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 



When she is by, I leave my work, 
I love her so sincerely ; 



S.VCLtSH LfK/CS. 

Mf mailer comei llk« any Tnrk, 
Aiiil liii^p me most leverely : 

liiii lei him bang hU helly-hll, 
ni bear il all for Sally ; 

She is Ihe tlarling of my heai (, 
And ihe livet >o our alley. 

or all the days that's in the week 
I dearly love but one diy. 

And that's the day that camM bclwiil 
A Saiunlayand Monday; 

For then I'm dtcued all io my besi 
To walk abroad wilh Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 

My mister carries me lo church. 

And often nni I blamed 
ilecouse I leave him in the lurcli 



HENRY CAREY, 

111 hoard it up and box it all, 

111 give it to my honey : 
I would it were ten thousand pounds, 

I'd give it all to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 
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My master and the neighbours all 

Make game of me and Sally ; 
And, but for her, I'd better be 

A slave and row a galley ; 
But when my seven long years are out. 

Oh then 111 marry Sally ; 
Oh then well wed, and then well bed. 

But not in our alley. 



HftOUSH I.y»KS. 



CXXIV. >7n»-<?' 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. ROBERT LEVI 

CONDEMNED lo hope's deliuive min«, 
As on wc loil from d»y Id day, 
By ludden blasts, oi slow decline. 
Oar sociaJ coaitorXs drop away- 
Well tried through many a vuybg j-eu. 

See Levett lo the grave descend, 
OflSciouB, iimocenl, uncere, 

Ofeveiy rricndleu name the friend. 



Vcl silll lie fills affrc 



SAMUEL JOHNSON, 181 

In misery *t darkest cavern known, 

His osefal care was ever nigh, 
>^liere hopeless anguish poured his groan. 

And lonely want retired to die. 

No summons mocked by chill delay. 

No petty gain disdained by pride ; 
The modest wants of every day 

The toil of every day supplied. 

His virtues walked their luurow round. 

Nor made a pause, nor left a void ; 
And sure the eternal Master found 

The single talent well employed. 

The busy day, the peaceful night, 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; 
His frame was firm, his powers were bright. 

Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 

Then, with no fiery throbbing pain. 

No cold gradations of decay. 
Death broke at once the vital chain. 

And freed his soul the nearest way. 





KtKLlSH IVJC/eS. 



■ B]' mil iheif nxinlry's Misbcs blctl < 
When Spring, wilh dewy fingers cold, 
Ketnnu to deck theit bollowed muald. 
She there ihall .Ireis a sweeiet imi 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 
By Tairy hands their knell is rui^, 
By forms unseen lhe[r dirge is sung i 
There Honour conies, a pilgrim grey. 
To bless the lurf that wraps their clay ; 
And Freedom shall awhile repair. 
To dwell a weeping hermit Ihete ! 

CXXVI. 

ON FIDELE, SUPPOSED TO BE DEAD. 

TO lair Fidele's grassy tomb. 
Soft maids and vilUge hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom. 
And tiflc all the breathing sprii^. 



WILLIAM COLLINS. 183 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove ; 

Bat shepherd-lads assemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No withered witch shall here be seen. 
No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 

The female fays shall haunt the green. 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew. 

The red-breast oft at evening hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid, 
With hoary moss, and gathered flowers. 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain 

In tempests shake the sylvan cell. 
Or midst the chase, on every plain. 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore ; 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 
Beloved till life can charm no more ; 

And mourned till Pity's self be dead. 



I^^^^l 


K.VCJ./SJ/ IVMKS. 


9 


ihivu flnLnHiTH. 

oixvit, •ta-m*- 


^^^H 


OLIVIA'S SONG. 


^^ 


Tl THEN Io.*Iy womui ««,p* to fuUy. 
VV And find* t«. Ule ihw men l^rtr.y ; 
WhW ellMm c»n BJothe her melancholy, 
Wlioi art con w«*h hn guilt aw»y? 



The only art her guill lo cover. 
To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance lo her lover, 
And wring his bosom— ii to die. 



WiLUAM COWPER. 
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CXXVIII. 



William Cowpbr. 
1 731— 1800. 



TO MARY. 



THE twentieth 3rear is well nigh )>a$t. 
Since first our sky was overcast ; 
Ah ! would that this might be the last ; 

My Mary ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 

I see thee daily weaker grow ; 

Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary ! 

Thy needles, unce a shining store, 
For my sake restless heretofore* 
Now rust disused, and shine no more. 

My Mary ! 



For though thou glailly would *st fulfil 
The same kind office for me still. 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

My Mary ! 



ixcLis/t {.yjrtcs. 



LIFE I I knuw not whal tbou ail. 
But know ihai thou and t most put 
And when, or how, oi whetc wc met, 
1 own lo me's a *ecrcl yet. 
llul this I know, when ihou an fled. 
Where 'ei ihey lay ihese limbs, this head. 
No clod HI VHluetess thnll be, 
.'U all thai then remains of me. 
O whither, whither dcsi thoa By, 
Where bend unsei-n ihy trackless courec, 
And in this sirange divorce. 



^.VX.4 LETITIA BARBAVLD. 

Yet cmnju thou without thought or feeling be ? 
O say what art thou, when no more thou'rt thee ? 



i»9 



Life ! we've lieen long together. 
Through plea&ant and through cloudy weather ; 
Tis hard to part when friends are dear ; 
Perhaps 'twill cost a sigh, a tear ; 
Then steal away, give little warning. 
Choose thine own time ; 
Say not good night, hut in some brighter clime 
Bid me good momins;. 



^HES^^^^^^I 


^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


KVCUSH LfRKS, 


^^1 


CHiUILB DimH, 


^^^^^H 


I»J— 1814. 


^^^^ft 


SONG. 


^H 


DW Wgh. '>lnw lo*. Id tcnipcls toi 


The mnir>-t..a^t by ihe boonl ; 


^^^^^^^ 


art, with ihuughts of ihcc, m; tint, 


^^^^^^^^^^^K love 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^V Shalt brave all ilnnger, scorn all feat. 



iring winds, the n 

In hopes on ^oie 

To be once more 

Safe moored with thee. 

Aloft while mounlains high we go, 

The whislling winds that scud aJong, 

And ihe aurge loaiing from below. 

Shall my signal Ik 

To think on thee. 

And this shall be my song : 

Illow high, blow low, let lempests lea 
The main-masl by the board. 

And on that night when all ihe crew 
The memory of their former lives. 



CHARLES DIBDIN. 

0*er flowing cans of flip renew, 
And drink their sweethearts and their wives, 
111 heave a sigh and think on thee ; 

And, as the ship rolls through the sea. 
The burthen of my song shall be. 

Blow high, blow low, let tempests tear 
The main-mast by the board. 



191 



WlLUAH lh.ll**. 

tXXXi. ntr-tti- 

SONG. 

HOW ««■«! I riwnwil from fieM W fteUI. 
And wncd all ihr Mimmei's pride. 
Till I the Prince of Love bchcW, 
Who in the iiinny b»in& did gliile. 

He shewed mc lilies foi my hair. 

Ami IJushing roses for my brow ; 
He led me Ihrough liis gardens fair. 
Where all his (;i)lclen pleasures grow. 

Wilh sweel May dews my wings were wci, 
And Phcebus fired my vocal rage ; 

He cjughl me in his silken net. 
And shul nic in his gulden cage. 



He loves )o sil ami hear ine sing. 
Then, laughing, sporls and plays wilh B 

Then stretches out my golden wing, 
And mocWs my lo« of liberty. 



WtLUAM BLAKE. 
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CXXXII. 



SONG. 



MY silks and fine anay, 
My smiles and languished air. 
By lovx are driven away ; 

And mournful lean Despair 
Brings me yew to deck my grave : 
Such end true lovers have. 

Mis face is fair as heaven 
When springing buds unfold ; 

O why to him was 't given, 
Whose heart is wintry cold ? 

His breast is Love*s all -worshipped tomb. 

Where all Love's pilgrims come. 



Bring me an axe and spade, 
Bring me a winding-sheet ; 

When I my grave have made, 
Let winds and tempests beat : 

Then down 111 lie, as cold as clay : 

True love doth pass away ! 



EXGLISH l.yjtICS 



TO THE MUSES. 

/"HETHER on W«'> shady bnw. 

n (he chamben al Ihv Easi , 
The chambers of Ihe sun. ih&I now 
From andent melody have cmed ; 

Whether in hmven ye wander fair. 
Or the green comers of the earth, 

Oi the blue regions of the air 

Where the melodious winds have binh : 



W" 



WILLIAM BLAKE. 195 



CXXXIV. 



PIPING down the valleys wild, 
Piping songs of pleasant glee, 
On a cloud I saw a child, 
And he laughing said to me : 

' Pipe a song about a lamb ! * 
So I piped with merry cheer. 

' Piper, pipe that song again ; ' 
So I piped : he wept to hear. 

' Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe ; 

Sing thy songs of happy cheer ! * 
So I sang the same again, 

\Miile he wept with joy to hear. 

' Piper, sit thee down and write 
In a book that all may read ; — * 

So he vanished from my sight ; 
And I plucked a hollow reed. 

And I made a rural pen. 
And I stained the water clear. 

And I wrote my happy songs 
Every child may joy to hear. 



£.VCi.fSH LtVKS. 



THE TIGER- 



TtGEK, Ueet, butning bti^t 
In the foreal of the nighl, 
What immortal h&nd or tye 
Fiuned Ihj feuriiil symmetiy ? 

In whu distant deeps oc Ekies 
Bumed [hat tin within Ihine ejes ? 
On what wings dared he aspire ? 
V-lial the hand dared ^eiie the fire t 




WtLUAM BLAKE. 
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When the stars threw down their spears, 
And watered heaven with their tears. 
Did he smile his work to see ? 
Did he who made the lamb make thee ? 



BttetfSH L ritics. 



SHE dwelt gmong ihe untrnddcn w*in 
BesiHe the sjirinfp of Doi*, 
A amid whom ihcr? w«c none tu 
And veiy few W love ; 

A vinkl liy B mosty stone 

Half hidden from the eye '■ 
Fail as ■ star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, and few could know 

\Mien Lucy ceased to be ; 
Bui she is in her grave, and, oh I 

The difference to me. 






TO THE CUCKOO. 

O BLITHE new-comei \ I have heard, 
I heai Ihee, and rejoice. 
O Cuckoo 1 shall I call thee bird. 
Or but a wandering voice ? 



WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. iw 

While I am lying on the grais 
Thy two-fold shout I hear. 
From hill to hill it seems to pass, 
At once far off and near. 

Though babbling only to the vale. 
Of ikunshine and of flowers, 
Thou bringest unto me a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the spring ! 

Even yet thou art to me 

No bird, but an invisible thing, 

A %-oice, a mystery ; 

The same whom in my school-boy dasrs 
I listened to ; that cry 
NVhich made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 

To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green ; 
And thou wert still a hope, a love ; 
Still longed for, never seen. 

And I can listen to thee yet ; 
Can lie upon the plain 



EXCUSM LYKfCS. 

Aiul liMcn, lill [ do beget 
That golden time aguD. 

O lilds^ed bird I ibe eoTtb we ; 
Agsin ■pprars to be 
An iin.su taUnltJil tatty pl>cc ; 
Thai n (a home tot Ibec ' 



SHE wu > phantom or delight 
When dm ihe gleamed upon my tight ; 
A lovely apporiiion, sent 
To be B momcw'a onuunenl ; 
Her eye* ai stars of twilight fair i 
Like twilight's loo her duiky hair i 




WILUAM WORDSWORTH. aoi 

A coontenanoe in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles. 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 

And now I see with eye serene 

The very pulse of the machine ; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath, 

A traveller between life and death ; 

The reason firm, the temperate will, 

Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill ; 

A perfect woman, nobly planned, 

To warn, to comfort, and command ; 

And yet a spirit still, and bright 

With something of angelic light. 



CXXXIX. 



A SLUMBER did my spirit seal ; 
■**- I had no human fears : 
She seemed a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly years. 



K/KLISH LVKKS. 

Will no one lell aw wtitl nhe me, 1 
TeThnpa the plaintive numbcis (km 
Pot old, unhappy, bi-off tbitip, 
And htlllet long teo : 
Ot in ii umc mote humble lay, 
FmnUiar mstlef ef tO'^lay i 
Some lulunl soirow, ItHs, oi pain. 
That hu been, «nd nuir be ogun ! 

Whale'ei the theme, the caoidea lang 
As if hci song could have no ending, 
I saw hei singing at her work. 
And o'er the uckle bending ; — 
I listened, motionless aitd slill ; 
And, as I mounted up the hill, 
Thi: muBJc io my heart 1 bote, 
Long after it wns heard no more. 



( 
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SiK Waltbi Scott, 
CXLII. 1771—1831. 

FITZ-EUSTACE'S SONG. 

WHERE shaU the lover rest, 
Whom the fates sever 
From his true maiden's breast 

Parted for ever ? 
NNliere, through groves deep and high, 

Sounds the far billow, 
Where early violets die. 
Under the willow. 

There, through the summer day, 

Cool streams are laving ; 
There while the tempests sway, 

Scarce are boughs waving ; 
There, thy rest shalt thou take. 

Parted for ever. 
Never again to wake. 

Never, oh never ! 

Where shall the traitor rest. 
Me, the deceiver. 



SIX WALTER SCOTT. ao7 

No more of me you knew, 

My love ! 
No more of me you knew. 

This mom is merry June, I trow, * 

The rose is budding fain ; 
But she shall bloom in winter snow. 

Ere we two meet again. 
He turned his charger as he spake, 

Upon the river shore. 
He gave his bridle-reins a shake, 

Said, *Adieu for evermore. 

My love ! 

And adieu for evermore.* 



CXLIV. 



LUCY ASHTON'S SONG. 



LOOK not thou on beauty's charming,- 
Sit thou still when kings are arming,- 
Taste not when the wine-cup glistens, — 
Speak not when the people listens, — 
Stop thine ear against the singer, — 
From the red gold keep thy finger,— 
Vacant heart, and hand, and eye, 
Easy live and quiet die. 



A" 



KIKUSH LVKtCH, 



^ II I CouQly Guy, Ihe hour U niijh, 
in hu lefi ihe lea. 
The OTUige-tlowec perfumes Ihe bowct. 

Tht bn:eie is on (he sea. 
The lark, his lay who trilled all day, 

Siti hushed his guutnei lugh ; 
Brecu, bird, and Htiwet confeu ihe hoiu, 

Bui where a CouoEy Gay i 

The village oiaid sleiJs through the shade 

tier shepherd's suit to hear ; 
To beauty ^y, by lattice h^h. 

Sings bigh-boni cavalier. 



S/R IVALTER SCOTT. 
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CXLVI 



FLORA'S SONG. 



THE sun upon the lake is low. 
The wild birds hush their song. 
The hills have evening's deepest glow. 

Yet Leonard tarries long. 
Now all whom varied toil and care 

From home and love divide. 
In the calm sunset may repair 
Each to the loved one's side. 



The noble dame on turret high. 

Who waits her gallant knight. 
Looks to the western beam to spy 

The flash of armour bright. 
The village maid, with hand on brow. 

The level ray to shade, 
Upon the footpath watches now 

For Colin 's darkening plaid. 

Now to their nutes the wild swans row. 

By day they swam apart, 
And to the thicket wanders slow 

The hind beside the hart. 

V 



ENCltSJi LVKKS. 

The woodbik at hii pajtna*! tide 
Twittei^ hii dosiog song 

All meet wbam Aa.j and can divide. 
But Leonanl turies long '. 



SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. an 



Samuel Taylos Colbkidcb, 
CXLVII. 1773—1834. 

THE KNIGHT'S TOMB. 

T 17- HE RE is the grave of Sir Arthur O'Kellyn ? 
^ ^ Where may the grave of that good man be ? — 
By the side of a spring, on the breast of Helvellyn, 
Under the twigs of a young birch tree ! 
The (>ak that in summer was sweet to hear, 
And rustled its leaves in the fall of the year, 
And whistled and roared in the winter alone, 
Is gone, and the birch in its stead is grown. 
The Knight^s bones are dust, 
And his good sword rust ; — 
His soul is with the saints, I trust. 



CXLVIII. 

YOUTH AND AGE. 

VERSE, a breeze 'mid blossoms straying, 
Wliere Hope clung feeding, like a bee — 
Both were mine ! life went a*maying 
With Nature, Hope, and Poesy, 
When I was young 1 



tWUSH I 



■KICS. 



Whan I «ut youne ' i^ ' «oe(ul <Aen : 
Ah t for the change 'twixt now and iheo i 
This bnathmg hoDK am built wiih bandt. 
This body that doe* me giievons wrong, 
O et aery clifb and gUtlcriog tandi. 
How lightly then it Subed iJiing : 
Like ihoK liim skilTi, oaknowa o( yoie. 
On winding tckes uid rivers wide. 
That uk no aid of sail or ocu. 
That (eai no spite of wind oi tide ! 
Nought cared ihii body (ot wind or weMhei 
When youth and I lived in 't togelhei, 

Flowcra Me lovely ; love ii Howci-likc ; 
Friendship is a sheltering tree ; 
O ' the joyj, that came down showei-likc. 
Of Friendship, Love, and Llberij, 

Ere I wai old \ 



SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. tiy 

To make believe, that thou art gone ? 
I see these locks in silvery slips, 
This drooping gait, this altered size : 
But spring- tide blossoms on thy lips, 
And tears take sunshine from thine eyes ! 
Life is but thought : so think I will 
That youth and I are house-mates still. 



CXLIX. 

GLYCINE'S SONG. 

A SUNNY shaft did I behold. 
From sky to earth it slanted ; 
And poised therein a bird so bold — 
Sweet bird, thou wert enchanted ! 

He sank, he rose, he twinkled, he trolled 
Within that shaft of simny mist ; 

His eyes of fire, his beak of gold, 
All else of amethyst ! 

And thus he sang : ' Adieu ! adieu ! 
Love's dreams prove seldom true. 
The blossoms they 
Make no delay ; 



ROBERT SOUTH EY. ais 



ROBBST SOUTHBY, 

CL. 1774—1843. 

THE HOLLY TREE. 

O READER ! hast thou ever stood to see 
The holly tree ? 
The eye that contemplates it well perceives 

Its glossy leaves 
Ordere<l by an intelligence so wise. 
As might confoimd the atheist's sophistries. 

Below, a circling fence, its leaves xure seen 

Wrinkled and keen ; 
No grazing cattle through their prickly round 

Can reach to wound ; 
But as they grow where nothing is to fear, 
Smooth and unarmed the pointless leaves appear. 

I love to view these things with curious eyes. 

And moralize : 
And in this wisdom of the holly tree 

Can emblems see 
Wlierewith perchance to make a pleasant rhyme, 
One which may profit in the after time. 



E/KUSH LVKKS. 

Thw, though kbnwd peidunce I might i{ 



To thoce who oo mj k 



Gentle i.t home unid mj fiiendi I'd be 
Like the hi^ lesTCt apOD the hoDr ti«i 

And ihonld my TOOth, u youth ii qit 1 

Some hatthnen ibow. 
All vaio Mperitie* I day by day 

Would weu Bway, 
Till the ncooth tempei of my age dioa 
Like the Ideb leavef upon the holly tn 

Attd at when all the inmme* tree* aie t 

So br^t and green, 
The holly leave* a loheT hue diipUiy 

Less bri^t than they. 




CHARLES LAMB, >i7 



Chaklbs Lamb, 
CLI. «775— «*34- 

HESTER. 

WHEN maidens such as Hester die. 
Their place ye may not well supply, 
Though ye among a thousand try, 
With vain endeavour. 

A month or more hath she been dead, 
Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed. 
And her together. 

A springy motion in her gait, 
A rising step, did indicate 
Of pride and joy no common rate, 
That flushed her spirit. 

I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call : if *twas not pride. 
It was a joy to that allied. 
She did inherit. 



n 



UMilJS/f trJtKS. 



uuti. <m-<a 

VE MARINERS OF ENGLAND. 

A KAVAL ODB. 

X^K Durinen nf En^udl 
-'' That paid rvat native ieu ; 

Whow llig has braTed n ihousaad youi, 

The bailie uiij the brecte '. 

VuuT glorious slunilajd Uuncfa again 

To mulch anothci loe ! 

And sweep through the deep, 

While llie ilonay winds do blow ; 

White the battle rages load and longt 

And the sloiiuy winds do blow. 

The spiriti of youi falheis 

Shall slatt from evciy wave I 

Fot the deck it was theii field of fame. 

And ocean was their grave : 

VMterc Blake and mighty Nelson (ell 

\'our manly heuts shall glow. 

As yc sweep through Ihc deep. 

While the stormy windi do blow ; 



THOMAS CAMPBELL. ^*^ 

While the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stonny winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwark. 

No towers along the steep ; 

Her inarch is o*er the mountain waves. 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak. 

She quells the floods below, — 

As they roar on the shore. 

When the stonny winds do blow ; 

When the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stonny winds do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terrific bum ; 

Till danger's troubled night depart. 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean warriors ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 

To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 



SXGt/S/r LVKKS. 



HOHENUKDBH. 



ON Lindni, when the ran wu to 
All bloodless Uy ihe uouodden owb, 
Ajul iltuk Ui wintvi wu Ihe flow 
OrtKi.r.>l1inera|>Idly. 

Bai Unilcn mw inottwr iletK, V 

When the dritn bual, ill iTcad ofnighl, 
Commanding fires of death lo lighl 
The darkneu of hei scenery. 

\iy torch and Inimpel ful arrayed 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade. 
And furious every charger neighed 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven, 
Then rushed the steed to battle driven, 
And louder than the bolts of heaven, 

Fai flashed the red aititlery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow 

On Linden's hills of stained snow, 
And bloodier yet the lotient flow 
Of Isei. rolling rapidly. 



THOMAS CAMPBELL. aaj 

'Tis morn, but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 
Where furious Frank, and fiery Hun 
Shout in their sulph'rous canopy. 

The combat deepens. On, ye brave. 
Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich ! all thy banners wave. 
And charge with all thy chivalry ! 

Few, few, shall part where many meet ! 
The snow shall be their winding-sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 



CLV. 

SONG. 

HOW delicious is the winning 
Of a kiss at love's beginning. 
When two mutual hearts are sighing 
For the knot there's no untying ! 

Yet remember, 'midst your wooing. 
Love has bliss, but love has rueing ; 



OthcT unilcK may noJce jroa 6ckl«, 
l'eiir« foi Mbti chuma may trickk. 

Luvc lie comes, and l«*« he unrie*, 
Juil u rue oi fuicy cnnies ; 
Lon|;e)t txnyn, »hcn «iml ehjildcn; 
Laughs and flici, when prcned and bidden. 

Bind ihc (ca lo ilumbet stilly, 
Ilind i« odoui W ihe Uly. 
Dind ibc anpen ne'er lo qulvei, 
Then bind love to lait bi ever 1 

Lovc't a lire Ihat aeeds renewal 

Of fresh beauty (or its furl ; 

Love's wing moults when caged and capiurrd. 

Only free be soars enmptured. 




THOMAS CAMPBELL. 
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CLVI. 



MARGARET AND DORA. 



MARGARET 'S beauteous— Grecian arts 
Ne'er drew form completer ; 
Yet why, in my heart of hearts. 
Hold I Dora 's sweeter ? 

Dora's eyes of heavenly blue 
Pass all painting's reach, 
Ringdoves' notes are discord to 
The music of her speech. 



Artists ! Margaret's smile receive, 
And on canvas show it ; 
But for perfect worship leave 
Dora to her poet. 



KfKtrSN Lmtci. 



DARK., ileep. and eol.l the currenl I 
Unto Ihe sea where no winil hlim 
Seeking Ihi- Unil which an one know*. 



O'er its tad gloom siill comei wul goci 
The miitBled wail oT frietidi and foe^. 
Butne )o the land which no one knowi. 



Why shneks Tur hElj) yun wietch, who gon 
Wiih millions, ftom a wotid of woet, 
Unto the land which nu one knows i 




EBRSRZER ELLIOTT. 

Yet why should he who shrieking goes 
With millions, from a world of woes, 
Reunion seek with it or those ? 

Alone with God, where no wind blows. 
And Death, his shadow — doomed, he goes : 
That God is there the shadow shows. 
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Oh shoreless Deep, where no wind blows ! 
And, thou, oh Land, which no one knows ! 
That God is All, his shadow shows. 



EyCLlSH LVXtCa. 



THE FRIAR'S SONG. 

H 1 be now a gay, gmy 
I was once a hale young knight : 
The cry of my dogs was ihe only ch<Mr 
In which my spirit did lake delight. 

Litllc 1 recked of matin bell. 

Hut drowned lis toll with my clanging bom: 
And the only heads I loved lo tell 

Were the bends of dew on the spangled ihotn. 

An archer keen I was wilhal, 

•t did lean on greenwood tree ; 




THOMAS LOr£ PEACOCK, 3*9 



CLIX. 
THE WARSONGOF DINAS VAWR. 

THE mounUin sheep are sweeter, 
But the valley sheep are fatter ; 
We therefore deemed it meeter 
To carry off the latter. 
We made an expedition ; 
We met an host and quelled it ; 
We forced a strong position, 
And killed the men who held it. 

On E>3rfed*s richest valley, 

Where herds of kine were browsing. 

We made a mighty sally, 

To furnish our carousing. 

Fierce warriors rushed to meet us ; 

We met them, and o'erthrew them : 

They struggled hard to beat us. 

But we conquered them, and slew them. 

As we drove our prize at leisure. 
The king marched forth to catch us : 
His rage surpassed all measure. 
But his people could not match us. 




E.WGUSH Lymes. 

WcaeA lo hi& hall-piUars 1 
Ami, tit our force we led ofi, 
Somr sacked his house and ccllan, 
WTiHe oihen cut hit hcnd off. 

Wc ihcte, in strife bcwildeni^. 
Spilt blood enough to iiwiiii in ; 
Wr ot^Autcd nimy chiMrm, 

And widu*«d mnny wamcn. 
The ttiglei and the mvem 

We glutted with our fotmen ; 



The hero. 
The S]K.-ai 



n and ihe Imwr 



W( 



nway fiom battle, 
And much their land bemoaned them, 
Two ihiiu'^ind head of cattle, 
And the head of him who owned them : 
Ednyfed, King of Dyfed, 
His head was borne before as ; 
His wine .ind beasts supplied our feasts, 
And his overthrow, our chorus. 



THOMAS LOVR PEACOCK. asi 



CLX. 



BEYOND the sea, beyond the sea, 
My heart is gone, far, (ar from me ; 
And ever on its track will flee 
My thoughts, my dreams, beyond the sea. 

Beyond the sea, beyond the sea. 
The swallow wanders fast and free : 
Oh I happy bird, were I like thee, 
I, too, would fly beyond the sea. 

Beyond the sea, beyond the sea. 
Are kindly hearts and social glee : 
But here for me they may not be : 
My heart is gone beyond the sea. 



CLXI. 

LADY CLARINDA*S SONG. 

IN the days of old, 
Lovers felt true passion, 
Deeming years of sorrow 
By a smile repaid. 



SMlL/SH tyMKS. 

Now dw dwiM of gold, 
Spelb of pride and &diian, 
Kd then 1^ Eood monaw 
To the bot-kncd nuid, 

nmBgh the bccM* wild, 
Ccf the moontiiiii kaeb, 
Tlwr were never wcaiy 
HoDom to punae: 
If the dannd vniled 
Once in K*en jeaii only. 
All thdi wandering! dreuy 
Ample gnerdoo knew. 

Now me d«r^ o^irice 
Wei^u down yean of «"<'"«g 
Vouthfiil bearU arc rovcn. 
Love i* boof^t and toM : 




THOMAS LOVE PEACOCK. ni 



CLXII. 

LOVE AND AGE. 

I PLAYED with you 'mid cowslips blowing, 
When I was six and yoa were four ; 
When garlands weaving, Bower-balls throwing, 
Were pleasures soon to please no more. 
Through groves and meads, o*er grass and heather. 
With little playmates, to and fro, 
We wandered hand in hand together ; — 
But that was sixty years ago. 

You grew a lovely roseate maiden, 

And still our early love was strong ; 

Still with no care our days were laden, 

They glided joyously along ; 

And I did love you very dearly, 

How dearly words want power to show ; 

I thought your heart was touched as nearly ; — 

But that was fifty years ago. 

Then other lovers came around you, 
Your beauty grew from year to year. 
And many a splendid circle found you 
The centre of its glittering sphere. 



SHE walks in beauty, like tbe nighl 
Of cloudless climes and suarj skies ; 
And all that's best ordaik and bright 

Meet in her aspect and hei eyes : 
Thus mellowed lo thai lender light 
Uliich heaven to gaudy day denies. 



One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven Itess, 
Or softly lighlens o'er her face ; 




GEORGK GORDO\\ LORD BYROX. 
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CLXIV. 



BRIGHT be the place of thy soul ! 
No lovelier spirit than thine 
£ er burst from its mortal control, 

In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 
On earth thou wert all but divine. 
As thy soul shall immortally be ; 
And our sorrow may cease to repine 

When we know that thy God is with thee. 



Light be the turf of thy tomb ! 

May its verdure like emeralds be ! 
There should not be the shadow of gloom, 

In aught that reminds us of thee. 
Young flowers and an evergreen tree 

May spring from the spot of thy rest : 
But nor cypress nor yew let us see ; 

For why should we mourn for the blest ? 




MKKLISU /.ritKS. 




W, ^ , 

llairhioken-hcaTird, 

To tvri lot jtut i 
Pok grew thy check tod cnM, 

Colder ihy Viis : 
Truly thai hour foTetold 

The dew of ihe morning 

Sunk chill on my brow — 
It fell like the warning 

Of what I feel now. 
Thy vows ttie all broken, 

And light is thy fame : 
1 hear ihy name spoken 

And share in its shame. 



They name thee before me, 
A knell to mine ear : 

A shudder comes o'er me — 
Why wert thou so dear ? 



GEORGE GORDON, LORD BYRON. 239 

They know not I knew thee. 

Who knew thee too well : — 
Long, long shall I rue thee. 

Too deeply to tell. 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve, 
That thy heart could forget. 

Thy spirit deceive. 
If I should meet thee 

After long years. 
How should I greet thee ? — 

With silence and tears. 



CLXVI. 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 



THERE be none of Beauty's daughters 
With a magic like thee ; 
And like music on the waters 

Is thy sweet voice to me : 
When, as if its sound were causing 
The charmed ocean's pausing, 
The waves lie still and gleaming 
And the lulled winds seem dreaming. 



Anil Lhe midDighi moan ii wc»iBf 
I Ici biighl duiii o'ei the deep ; 

Whose breMt is geotlj heaving, 
As »n inranl's uleep : 

So lhe spirit bows before ihee, 

To listen and uIotc tbee ; 

With a full bul M)ft emotion. 

Like lhe swell of summer'^ ocean. 



o 



:l ! snatched away in beauly's bloooi, 
On ihee shall press no ponderous tomb : 




GEORGE GORDON, LORD BVRON. 
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Away 1 we know that tears are vain. 
That death nor heeds nor hears distress : 

Will this unteach us to complain ? 
Or make one mourner weep the less ? 

And thou — who tell'st me to forget, 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes arc wet. 



EUCtlSH t,yKKS. 



IF 1 had thought tboa omkl'il have died, 
I might not weep fbf thee i 
But I forgot, when bj thy lidc. 
That thou coald's mortal be ; 
It DcvcT ihtoo^ mj Qund had past. 

The time would e'ei be o'a. 
And I on thee ihoold took mjr latt. 
And thou ihouId'H imile no more t 



And ilill upon that ikce I look. 
And think Hwill mile again ; 
And stilt the tbongfat I will not brook. 
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I Still might press thy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been ! 
While e'en thy chill bleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
But there I lay thee in thy grave — 

And I am now alone ! 

I do not think, where'er thou art, 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart, 

In thinking too of thee ; 
Yet there was round thee such a dawn 

Of light ne'er seen before. 
As Gmcy never could have drawn, 

And never can restore ! 



CLXIX. 

THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 

NOT a drum was heard, not a funeral note. 
As his corse to the rampart we hurried ; 
Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O'er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night. 
The sods with our bayonets turning ; 



,1 KSCUJUt LfAMX. 

Ity ihi- siniggling muoaliMnrt mUljr light. 
Awl ihc lantem dimlj buxning. 

No lucleu coffin enclosed his bitisl. 

Not ia bheet oi in throud wc wound hiin ; 

liul lie lay like n wairior talting his ml. 
With his nuutiil cloak around him. 

l'*i!W iuui shoti w£ce the piayen "t said. 

And we ipoke noi n woid of lotrow ■ 
Hut we ilexdlaitiy giued on the face that wm. dcul, 

And we tHtlerly thought of the motitnr. 

We thought, u wc hollowed bi« nanow bcii. 

And (moolhed down his lonely pillow, 
That the (ov and the stnuigci would (read ii'ei his ht 

And WL- Tai away on the billow •■ 



I 



CHARLES WOLFE. 
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Slowly and saclly we lakl him down, 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory ; 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone- 
But we left him alone with his glory \ 



SNGU5H LYMKS. 



A 



STANZAS. 

APIIL, 1814. 

WAV ! the moor n dwk beneath Ok n 



lU^ doodi have drank the Ixt pale be*m of 

Awijr ! the pdberinE windi will call the dariowM mcd. 
And proroondeat midni^l ihroiid the (ooie li^b of 

ranwDOtl The time ii pait I Evei7T()iceciia,A«*;! 
Teiapt not wiih cnte laU ^anee tb; frioid^ —y"'** 

Thy Idvct'i eye, eo glaied iiid eoM, dan* OM aUieat lb; 
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But thy soul or this world must fade in the frost that binds 
the dead, 
Ere midnight's frown and morning's smile, ere thou and 
peace may meet. 

The cloud shadows of midnight possess their own repose, 
For the weary winds are silent, or the mooo is in the 
deep; 
Some respite to its turbulence unresting ocean knows ; 
Whatever moves, or toils, or grieves, hath its appointed 
sleep. 
Thou in the grave shalt rest — yet till the phantoms flee 
Which that house and heath and garden made dear to 
thee erewhile. 
Thy remembrance, and repentance, and deep musings are 
not free 
From the music of two voices and the light of one sweet 
smile. 

CLXXI. 

STANZAS. 

WRITTB.N IN DEJECTION, NEAR NAPIXS. 

THE sun is warm, the sky is dear. 
The waves are dancing fast and bright. 
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 
The purple noon's transparent might : 



hm escush Lymes, 

ThK htcalh of ihc moist eaxXh is 1^1, 
Aimind its unexpandeil buds ; 

Like niEmy a t-oice of one delight. 

The wiivdi, ibe biidi, ihc ocexa Boodi, 
The city** voice itself i» soft like salilude's. 

I see the deep's iialTampled floni 

With green and purple sea-weeds sunwit ; 
I set' Ihc waves upon the shore. 

tike lig^i dissolved in siU'showcn, throt 
I ?iit upon the sands alone, 

The lightning of the noim-lidc ocean 
It. flashing louiul me, and a lone 

Arises from ite meaiured motion. 
How iwccl ) did any heait now ehiue in nij emc 

Alas '■ I have nor hopt nor health. 

Nor pence within noi calm around, 
Nor that content surpassing wealth 




PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 949 

I could lie down like a tired child, 

And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne and yet mnst bear, 

Till death like sleep might steal on me, 
And I might feel in the warm air 

My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o'er my dying brain its last monotony. 

Some might lament that I were cold, 

As I, when this sweet day is gone, 
NVhich my lost heart, too soon grown old. 

Insults with this untimely moan ; 
They might lament — for I am one 

Whom men love not — and yet regret. 
Unlike this day, which, when the sun 

Shall on its stainless glory set, 
Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memor>' yet. 



CLXXII. 

SONG. 

TO THE MEN OK KNCIANH. 

TV /f EN of England, wherefore plough 
-^ * -■' For the lords who lay ye low ? 
Wherefore weave with toil and care 
The rich robes your tyrants wear ? 



E.VCLlStt LVK/CS. 

The deare of tbe moth for the lUi, 
or ibe night for the morrow. 

The tievotion to lomething sbi 
From tbe sphere of our lonow ? 



w; 



LINES. 

^HEN tbe lamp U shallercd 
The light in the dust lies dead— 
When the cloud is scattered 
1'hc rainbow's glory is shed. 
When the lule is broken. 
Sweet tones arc remembered not ; 

When the lips have spoken, 
Loved acecnia are soon foisol. 




PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 253 

When hearu have once mingled 
Love fint leaves the well-built nest, 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once possest. 

O Love ! who bewailest 
The frailty of all things here. 

Why choose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home, and your bier ? 

Its passions will rock thee 
As the storms rock the ravens on high : 

Bright reason will mock thee. 
Like the sun from a wintry sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle home 

Leave thee naked to laughter, 
When leaves fall and cold winds come. 



CLXXV 

NATIONAL ANTHEM. 



G 



OD {irosper, speed, and save, 
God raise from England's grave 
Her murdered Queen ! 



KneusH trxtct. 

P«v« will) iwifi viciory 
Thp Htcja if Lihetly, 
Whom Brilooi own lo he 

Iinmonal Queen. 



S<c, ibe cuinea ilironed t 
Oo nrifl Etcmit)' I 

God»<n 
Mlllloiu. on millions waii 
Hm, rnjiiil, and elate, 
On hct mijeslic lUle ? 



the QoeicD' 



c the Qucc 



She is thine 

Moulding th' 



I pure soul 
ighty whole, — 
God !>ave the (Jueen ' 
She is ihine own deep love 
l^ned down from hcaitn above, 
WTierc'ei she rest or move,— 

G.kI save our Queen ' 

Wilder her enemies 

In iheir own dark disguise, — 

God save out Queen ! 
AH earthly things that dare 
Her sacred name 10 bear, 
Strip them, as kings are, baie ; 

God save the Queen ; 



PERCY BVSSHE SHELLEY, 

Be her eternal throne 
Built in our hearts alone, — 

God save the Queen ! 
Let the oppressor hold 
Canopied seats of gold ; 
She sits enthroned of old 

O'er our hearts Queen. 



255 



Lips touched by seraphim 
Breathe out the choral hsrmn 

' God save the Queen ! ' 
Sweet as if angek sang, 
Loud as that trumpet's clang 
Wakening the world's dead gang,— 

God save the Queen ! 



SMiUSH tVKKS. 



THE TREASURES OF THE DEEP. 

WHAT hideti thoa in ihy irewurc-caves and fell-'? 
Thou hollow -souniiing uid myslerious main '— 
Pale gliilening pearls, and lainbow -coloured lihelb, 

Iliighl thio^ which gleam oniccked of and in vain !— 
Kccj). kfcp thy riches, iiicUnchuIj ten I 
We ask nol such from thee. 

\fA more, the depths havt- more I \Vhal weallh unlnkl, 
bar down, and shitiiog ihrough thcit stillness liis ! 

Thiiti hast ihe starry geuu, the burning ^olil, 
\\'<)n from ten thousand loyal argosies. 



FELICiA HEMANS, m 

Yet more 1 the biUows and the depths have more t 
High hearts and brave are gathered to thy breast ! 

They hear not now the booming waters roar. 
The battle-thunders will not break their rest. 

Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave t 
Give back the true and brave ! 

Give back the lost and lovely ! those for whom 
The place was kept at board and hearth so long ! 

The prayer went up through midnight's breathless gloom, 
And the vain yearning woke 'midst festal song ! 

Hokl fast thy buried isles, thy towers o'erthrown— 
But all is not thine own. 



To thee the love of woman hath gone down, 
Dark flow thy tides o'er manhood's noble head, 

0*er youth's bright locks, and beauty's 6awtr| crown ; 
Yet must thou hear a voice — Restore the dead I 

Earth shall reclaim her precious things from thee! 
Restore the dead, thou sea ! 



I 



N" 



kOBIN HOOD. 



'■ IhiMe dafs are gone away. 
Antt their hours aic old and gr 
And their minDie« buried nil 
Under (he down-ltoddcn poll 
Of ihc leave* of many years : 
Many linico h«vc winm's shean, 
f'lotm north, and chiltin£ east. 
Sounded Icmpcsls lo the feasl 
Odhc Ami's whispering flerccs. 




JOHN KEA TS. 

On the lurat time of Jane 
Voa maf go, with lun or moon. 
Or tbe KTcn itan (o light you, 
Ot the polar ny to li^t yoa ; 
But yon never nuy behold 
Little John, ot Robin bold ; 
Never one, of all the clan, 
Tbnunming on an empty can 
Some old hunting diiijr, while 
He doth hii green way beguile 
To lair hoMen Menriiitcnt, 
IJown betide the pasture Trent ; 
Kiir he left the uietiy lale, 
MetHcnget for »picy ale. 

()one, tbe roctty morris din : 
(June, the loag oTGameljm ; 
UoAc, the tovgh'belted outlaw 
Idling in ibe ' gren^ »h«we ; ' 
All are gone away and p«xt \ 
And if Robin ihonid be cait 
Sudden from hii tufted grave. 
And if Marian should have 
Once again her fbmt dayi. 
She would weep, and he would eraie: 
He would iweai, fot all bis oaks, 
Fall'n beneath tbe dock-yard urokei. 



EUGLISH trXtCS. 
Have iDMed oa the Mttr mh | 
She wooH weep dial bn wild bee* 
Sm^ not to htc ttMge I that boor] 
Cut be got whboM bud monej ! 

So it b ; ret let ni dng 
HooouT to ibe old bow-ttiiDg 1 
HoDow to the boclc-han t 
Hoaoar to the woods anAatn 1 
Honoor to the Lineoln gieen I 
Honour to the aidiet kcoi ) 
Iloiwar to tight little Jol», 
And ibe bone he rade iqMn I 
Hocont to boU Robin Hood, 



HoDoiiT to Ueid MuMii, 
And to dl the Shenrood clan ! 
Though tbdr dajn h»c harried by. 




JOHN KEATS. a6i 

The north cmnnot undo them 
With a sleety whistle through them ; 
Nor frozen thawings glue them 
From budding at the prime. 

In a drear-nighted Deceml)er, 
Too happy, happy brook, 
Thy bubblings ne'er remember 
ApoUo's summer look ; 
But with a sweet forgetting. 
They stay their crystal fretting, 
Never, never petting 
About the frozen time. 

Ah ! would 'twere so %irith many 
A gentle girl and boy ; 
But were there ever any 
Writhed not at passed joy ? 
To know the change and feel it, 
When there is none to heal it, 
Nor numbed sense to steal it. 
Was never said in rhyme. 




Oh ' ihen I saw her eye wns bright, 
A well of love, ft spring of li^L 

But now hei looks are coy and cold, 
To mine they ne'er reply. 

And yet I cease OW lo behold 
The love-light in her eye; 

Hei very frowns are faiicr far. 

Than smiles of other maideDS aie. 
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Thomas Hood, 
CLXXX. 1798-184$. 

THE DEATHBED. 

WE watched her breathing through the night, 
Her breathing soft and low. 
As in her breast the wave of life 
Kept heaving to and fro. 

So silently we seemed to speak, 

So slowly moved about. 
As we had lent her half our powers 

To eke her liWng out. 

Our very hopes belied our fears. 

Our fears our hopes belied — 
We thought her dying when she slept, 

And sleeping when she died. 

For when the mom came dim and sad. 

And chill %vith early showers. 
Her quiet eyelids closed — she had 

Another mom than ours. 



£/tCllStf LYKfCS. 



VAIK INES. 

O&AW )w out laii Inw i 
She'i gone bio ihc wcM, 
To iImiIc when Ihe mo b down. 
Ami n-li Ihv Mroriil nf im i 
ISfac look mi dayli^t with bn. 
The imilci Uul wc tori: bat. 
With morning blushc? on hei cheek. 
And peuls upon her brcul. 

turn again, fair Ines, 
Before the Tall of night, 

Foi fear the moon should shine alone. 

And stars uniivalted bright ; 

And blessed will the lover be 

That walks beneath theii light. 

And breathei the love against tfajr check 

1 dare not even mile \ 



Would I had been, fair Iocs, 
Thai gallaol cavalier. 
Who rode so gaily by thy skle, 
j\nd whispered Ihce so near '. 




THOMAS HOOD. 

Were there no bonnj dama at home, 
Oi no Inie lovei* here, 
TiaX be ibodd cro« the KU to win 
The deueit of the deu ? 

I uw tbee, lovely Inci, 

DcKcnd along the shoie, 

With huidi of noble gentlemen. 

And banners waved bcTore ; 

And gentle fonih and maidens gay. 

And (oowy pinroea they wore ; — 

It would have been a beanteoui dream, 

— If it bad been no morel 

Alai, alai ! (ui Ines, 

She went away with song, 

With Music waiting on hei steps. 

And ihontingi of the throng ; 

But lome were sad am) fell no minb. 

Bat only Music's wioog. 

In soundi that sang ' Fanwell, brewetl. 

To bei you've loved so long.' 

Pafewell, farewell, 6w loes. 
That Tcnel nerer bore 
So (air a lady on h* deck. 
Not danced *o li^l bcfbtc, — 



EJtCUSH LVKKS. 



I bairhaid Ibe hdfer lmtiii(«ct ibe vUd wi«e\ W; 
I hs*c Men tlM Ulkiw flovinc nbcn; the catile led ; 
Whefi bc|U mjr wmkrinp ? Mennry «iil not u; '. 
\Mkie will tat "y ■mtarf vjnp 1 Science Iottb a-wxy ' 



GOtc 



Ohe Uuthine tasa fot ibe lady** half : 
T tiM heen upon the leates and flowcn, — 
They were ! 



I 



Look for ihe domes of kings ; 
Lo I the owl's forUcss, en the tiger's lair ; 

Oblivion sits bemde them ; mockeiy sii^ 
They wcie! 

W^en the minstrel's lute ; 
ISid ihe smooth pleader chum the listentDg ait : 
The chords uc broken, uid the lips are tnul 
They were r 

Visit the great and brave ; 
Worship (he witcheries of the briebl and fair. 
Is noi thy fool upon a new-made grave ? — 
They were I 



WINTHROP MACKWORTH PRASD. 
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Speak to thine own heart ; prove 
The secrets of thy nature. What is there ? 

Wild hopes, warm fancies, fervent fiuth, fond love, — 

They weie ! 



We too, we too most fall ; 
A few brief years to labour and to bear ; — 

Then comes the sexton, and the old trite tale, 

• We were ! ' 




A 



CLXXXIV. ifcj-il* 

WOLFRAM'S DIROE. 

F Ihou wilt ea*e iWne hean 
Of low and >11 lu smul. 
Then sleep, den, sleep ; 

Hang any leu on your eyelashes ; 
Lie still and deep, 

Sad soul, until the sea-wave washes 
The rim o' the sun to-morrow, 
En eastern sky. 

But wilt ihou cure ihinc lieart 
or love and all its smart. 
Then die, dear, die ; 
Tis deeper, sweeter. 
Than on a rose bank to lie dreaming 

With folded eye : 
And Ihen alone, amid the beaming 
Of love's stars, ihou'lt meet her 
In eastern sky. 



THOMAS LOVELL BEDDOES, 
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CLXXXV. 



SONG. 



A HO ! A ho ! 
Love's horn doth blow, 
And he will out a-hawking go. 
His shafts are light as beauty's sighs, 
And bright as midnight's brightest eyes, 

And round his starry way 
The swan -winged horses of the skies. 
With summer's music in their manes. 
Curve their fair necks to zephyr's reins. 
And urge their graceful play. 



A ho ! A ho ! 
Love's horn doth blow, 
And he will out a-hawking go. 
The sparrows flutter round his wrist. 
The feathery thieves that Venus kissed 

And taught their morning song, 
The linnets seek the airy list, 
And swallows too, small pets of spring. 
Beat back the gale with swifter wing, 

And dart and wheel along. 



AWI Ak>t 
Lan%hcm4Mhliaiw. 



Ok toatj <x( (la «ai J i flilB K t^> 
And faMtt map, lk« Mn| 



NOTES. 

IV. Tht Paradise of Dainty Devices^ in which 
this poem first appeared, was published in 1576. It 
is said to have been 'devised and written' for the 
most port by M, — Mr. — Edwards ^ sometime Master of 
the Singing-boys at the Chapel Royal. But if this be 
so, the book did not see the light till at the least six, 
and probably ten, years after his death. 

V. In Th4 Paradise of Dainiy Dtvius, 1576, this 
poem is given to Richard ffunmist sometime Master 
of the Singing-boys at the Chapel RoyaL Even as 
ascribed to him, it varies considerably in difierent 
editions, bat it also appears with great divergences 
among the poems attributed to Hyatt in TotttPt 
AfiscelUmyt 1557. In H^imdet*s edition of Somgs amd 
Sonnets^ written by the Right Hon* Henry Hmoard^ 
Earl of Surrey and Others, 1585, in which also the 
poem is printed, the words 'and others' allow ns to 
infer that Tottei may have been in error in rcgaud to 
the authorship. 



jmrss. 

XII. Thit pnem fini >ppcui io 7*V /IUmu 
Abf, 159], ligncil neither witb duik nor inhbU*, uxl 
Ihaaufa oiuUly ascribed lc>, mar not *■''> cntalllt|r Is 
(ItcUtcd Id be by ffaidgi. 

XIII. Disfvtdit 0/ i>iv wu fim prUiUd «a(Mir> 
mwHly in n* Pnetual Hhapia^. 160a, and is oniallr 
■KXttwl lo #u/<u->(. 

XIV. Theic Una arc quoted by Carp PutlaJiam 
\t\at An pfBugli'l^ Atiy, 1589, u an insunce of 
'Bfim*m, at the Lots bniden.' la the Section 'Of 
Oinament,* Lib. lii, he Ihus speak? ; ' The Greek I'lets 
who made musidt ditties to be song to the lute 01 
haip, <Ud use lo link their staves tt^ther with one 
verse running throughout the whole song by equal 
distance, and wis, for the most part, the first verse of 
the staiT, which kept so good sense and conformity 
with the whole, as his often repetition did (rive il 
f^atef grace. They called such Unking vcise Epi- 
pvmt, the Latins jvrius inlirialaris, and we may term 
him the Love-burden, following the original, or, if it 
please you, the long repeat : in one respect because 
that one verse alone beareth the whole burden of the 
■ong accoiding to the original : in another respect for 
that it comes by la^c distances to be often repealeii, 
OS in this diiiy made by the noble knighl Sir PhUip 
Suliuy " My truelovt hath myhtart, and I hoot Ids'" 



NOTES, m 

In the Arcadia, however, 1598, it appears as a sonnet 
by the omission of the refrain as here, and the addition 
of six lines, the final one being the refrain. 

XXII. From Greenes Pastoral Romance, Mena- 
phoH, ' What manner of woman is she, quoth Meli- 
certos? As well as I can, answered Doron, I will 
make description of her : 

Likt U Duma, S»c. 

Thou hast, quoth Melicertus, made such a description 
as if Priamus' young boy should paint out the perfec- 
tion of hb Greekish paramour.' 

XXIII. From Pamdosto, or The Triumph of Time, 
1588, called in some later editions Dorashu and 
Fawmia, the prose romance of Groau, 00 which 
Skakspere founded his IVinter's Tale. The lines are 
written by Dorastus in praise of Fawnia» the characters 
of which correspond to Florizel and Perdita. 

XXV. These lines are a paraphrase of a Greek 
Epigram, attributed by some to Pouidippm, by others 
to Plato, the Comic Poet, and by others to CraUs the 
Cynic The paraphrase is ascribed to Baeom by 
Thomas Famaby, who published a collection of Greek 
Epigrams three years after Bacon* s death, including the 
original epigram and the paraphrase, the only English 
lines in the book. 



XXVI. TheSowaftbenntChcmfiaaiZgMw^t 

XXVin. .AvbWiAfioM, 1600,1* the urhodlr 

foi tbeaieriptioaof thiiHag to JbnEntv,whaebo«- 
evei it appoui in ■ difamt fana to the miiuu hm 
quoted Ihwi the fYmimatt nigrim. The 'Annm' 
there given ii probablf bjanothei hand. In Ei^hafi 
Hdicvn, the ' AnttKi ' oontiiu at tix *""■", twl 
bcin the lignatnie Igmte, aid to lunc been that 
often adopted by Xa/r^pl. 

XXIX. NobintiilaMidgftbennieaftbeuibM 
either in EngUmi't H*iitm, 160a, oc in J>rrfV JInv 
^ Simdij Malum, 1589, Eroin whidi it ww copied 



XXX. From Muck AJt Ahmt MMa^ 

XXXI. Fiom A MJiummtr /^g*fs i 




NOTES. »79 



XXXIX. From Hmry VIII. 



Qdmb KaUwrine. Tmkt thy /«/r, wtmch : mf tmUgrmn tmd 
witktrvmhUt; 
Simg, mmd ditptru 'rm, if thorn amti. iMmt wm viing . 

XL, XU. From Cymbdine. 

XLI V. From Patunt Grissel^ a Conudy^ by Thomas 
Dikier, Hmry Cheitii^ and WiUiam Haugktom. The 
toog b almost anivenally Attributed to Dtkktr^ 

XLV. From Tlu WkiUDioU; or, Vtttoria Carom- 
Soma, Charlts Lamb in his Spedmtm of EngHsk 
Dramaiu Ihtts, says ' I never saw anything like this 
diige, except the ditty which reminds Ferdinand of his 
drowned father in TA^ Tempest. As that is of the 
water, watery ; so this is of the earth, earthy. Both 
have that intenseness of feeling which seems to reiolire 
itself into the elements which it contemplates.' 

XLVII. Dr. Grosart notices, in his editioo of 
DomtUt 1873, that the image of the compasses in this 
poem, used also elsewhere in the poet's works, ' was 
fetched from a family fact,' for the Impresta oijokm 
H ayw o od , Donme^t maternal grandfather, was a com- 
pass with one foot in centre, the other broken, with the 
words *Deesi quod dticerii orbam.* 

Bmjomon, in his Verse Epistle to SeUtm^ has the 
same image: 




part 



ifnlJui. 



UII. The boy thus lenowned acted in Cjmtiia't 
Hevth and in Tht Poelasttr, in the years 1600 and 1601, 
in whicb yeai he probably died. 

LIV. Fiom Volpcne; ar, TluFcx. Imilated Iiom 
Cattillui, 

LV. Versified fiom passages in letters of Fhilai- 
Iralus tht StfMist. 

LVII. From A CfUbralUm 0/ Charis, m Tai 
Lyric PUca. The last two slanias are given also in 
73^ Drvil ii an An as a song of Wittipol, 

LVIII. JonsiH did not alwa)-s admire the King's 
new cellar bu ill by In^ojoiws. He laughs at 'The cave 
for wine or ale ' in the lines to Iniga Marquit W<mld- 
Be. The dedication was written when the match with 



NOTES. ai 

the Infanta was in contemplation, and Charles was at 
the Spanish court. Charles embarked on Feb. I4th» 
1623. 

LXI. From Tki Rape of Lucrece, It is also printed 
among the EpUhalamions in Heywood*t DiaUgues and 
Dramas. 

LXII. From Tht IVoman Hater. 

LXIII. From The FaUhfid Shepkerdeu. 

LXI V. From The Faithful Shepherdess. 

LXV. From The Captam. 

LXVL From Valentinian, 

LXVII. From The Nue Valour; or. The F^- 
siomate Aladman. 

LXVIII. From The Maid's Tragedy. 

LXIX. From Blmrt, Master Constable. 

XCII. From Love in a Mate. 

XCIII. From The Imposture. 

XCI V. From The Contention ofAjax and Ufysus. 
Sung before the body of Ajax, as going to the Temple. 

XCIX. From Comus^ which Milton himself called 
merely A ^Masque presented at Ludlow Ceutle. 

C. From Agiaura, 






a menliuo it inth 



CXXIV. fitltrt LnOI, wbo died Jan. laili. X-fia, 
■pd sboo! ■netUy-ci^U tn Engliihnuo by Unh, hal 
taoi walin in ■ coflec-hoiue In Paris, wbete be 
Mtncnd tte Botior of kpim (orgcoiM who frcquentEil 
< II Tfatjr (abaotbcd U> ^n hitn s Euigical lnuiuD{. 
Hb Hvcd fcr nmu; yctn «iiliyi>Aiueia, who acva 
B lo be Ueucd as a dependuU. 

CICXV. Written in GonuDdnonUioa of the Qigliih 
wbo fdl in the baiUc of Cullodcn, April 161I1. 1746. 

CXXVI. Desigoed to be introduced into Skai- 
tfrris CytiihiliM. 

CXXVII. From T)u Vkaref Wakr^ld. 

CXXVHI. Addressed to Mrs. Utmm in tb« 
.utumnott798- 

CXXX. Fiom Thi Sera^, where it ia caUed A 

CXLI. Mm Wtrdnoertk in RMoUtctionio/a T<mr 
madt m Shetland, A.D. 1S03, says : ' It was harvtst 
time, and the fields were quietly — might I be allowed 
to say pensively — enlivened by smatt companies of 
reapers. It is not uncomnion in the more lonely parts 
of the Highlands to see a. single person so employed. 
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NOTES, sBs 

The following poem — " Behold her single in the field '* 
— was suggested to William by a beautiful sentence in 
Thomas Wilkinson*! Tour in Scotland* On this 
Mr, Shairp notes 'Probably one of Wi/kinson*s 
poems of which Wordsworth speaks occasionally in 
his letters.* 

CXLII. From Afarmion, 

CXLIII. From /^ohcfy. ^r Walttr Scott says of 
this : ' The last verse is taken from the fragment of an 
old Scottish ballad, of which I recollected only two 
verses when the first edition of Rokd^ was published.' 
The original verse, the third of five, is : 

Ht tunud him nmnd tmd right mbomt^ 

AU on the Irish short ; 
Ht gmt his bridU-rtins « shakt^ 

With, AtUeu/or evt rm o r t, 
Mydusrf 

Adieu /or evermort f 

CXLIV. From Th€ Bride of Lamnurmoor, 

CXLV. From Qtuntin Durward, 

CXLVI. From The Doom of DcvorgoU, This is 
an earlier version of the last song. Sir Walter Scott 
says in his notes to The Doom of DevorgoU^ 'The 
author thought of omitting this song, which was in 
fact abridged into one in Qucnlin Dnrward, termed 
Connty Guy,* 



CXLVII. The three list lines were epmud by JBr 
ffatttr Si«U in Avmiw, i320, while the frngnxnl mt 
<lill nnpiibllibed, as follows: 'To bonow linei ttaa 
a cMileni|x>nit]' |xict who has written loo lillle, 

TkttT mUart vdlk Uu tainti ^1 trail.' 
Thit ccoTinccd Ct/frijgr that Stttt wtotc the sordi 
fbc the linei hod been composed u an cuperimenl in 
BKire, uid recited tiy Caleritlgt to a Mead, wtn 
»cp«ited djem to Ao// at i dinitet-pirty, oe»l day. 

CXLVIII. The poem ends as heie in its early 

versions in Tit; Bijou, 182S, and in the Littrary 
Souvenir of the same date. Some lines which now ue 
often tacked on to it were published in BlachuKBd'i 
Magaunt for June, 1832, under the title Tlu Old 
Man't Sigh, a Sotintl. The litiES are not a soimet, 
and aie of very inferior merit (o the original poem. 

CXLIX. From Zapolya, Part If, or Ttu Vmrpa's 
Fate. 

CLl. HtsliT was Hister Savory, of whom Lami 
writes to Manning in 1803, ' I send you some tciscs 
I have made on the death of a young Quilier yoa may 
have heard me speak of as being in love with (or some 
years while I lived at Pentonville, though I had nevtt 



NOTES, a87 

spoken to her in my life. She died about a month 
since/ 

CLIV. The battle of Hohenlinden was fought on 
December 3rd, 1800. 

CLVIII. From Maid Marian. 

CLIX. From Tlu Misfortums of Elphin, 

CLX. From Crotchet Castle, 

CLXI. From Crotchet Castle, 

CLXII. From GryU Grange. 

CLXIII. Written by Lord Byron in 1815, on 
returning from a ball-room, where he had seen Mrs. 
WUmot HortoHi in mourning, with numerous spangles y 
on her dress. 

CLX VI II. These lines were written for the Irish 
air Gramaehree, but Wolfe denied that ' he had any 
real incident in view or had witnessed any immediate 
occurrence which might have prompted them.' 

CLXIX. At Corunna^ Jan. i6th, 1809. 

CLXXXIV. From Death's Jest-Book, or The Foots 
Tragedy. 

CLXXXV. From The Bride's Tragedy. 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 

PACK 

ACCURST be love, and they that trust his trains . 37 

Ah Beo 119 

Ah Chloris ! that I now could kit 160 

Ah ! County Goy, the hour is nigh 908 

Ah, my dear angry Lord ia6 

A ho ! A ho ! ayt 

Ah ! were she pitiful as she is Csir 39 

A tittle saint best fiu a little shrine 1 18 

An ye woods, and trees, and bowers 94 

Art thou poor, yet hast thoa golden slumbers .... 67 

As I in hoary winter's night 41 

As it fell upon a day 87 

Ask me no more where Jove bestows •101 

Ask not the cause why sullen Spring 157 

A shimber did my spirit seal aoi 

A sunny shaft did I behdd S13 

As virtuous men pass mildly away 70 

Away, delights, go seek some other dwelling .... 95 

Away ! the moor is dark beneath the moon .... 94(6 

A weary lot b thine, (air maid •06 



my fisce the picture hangs 131 

Bdiold her single in the field S03 

Beyond the sea, beyond the sea «3i 

Bid me to live, and I will live 1 is 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind 59 

Blow high, blow low, let tempests tear 190 

Bright be the place of thy soul a3T 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 



Hence, aO you vain dcllghu 
H«r eyes the gbw-wonn lend thee 
Hoaest lover whosoever 
How delicious is the winning 
How happy is he bom and taught 
How sleep the brave, who sink to rest 
How sweet I roamed from field to field 



If I freely can discover .... 

If I had thought thou could'st have died . 

If love be life, I long to die 

If Love his arrows shoot so fast . 

If thou wilt ease thine heart 

If to be absent were to be . 

I got me flowers to strew thy way 

I have had playmates. I have had companions 

I love, and he loves me again 

la a drear-nighted December 

In going to my naked bed as one that would have *lept 

In the dajrs of old 

In time of yore when shepherds dwelt 

I played with you 'mid cowiJips blowing . 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
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Lay a garland on my heane 

Life ! 1 know not what thou art . 

like to Diana in her sommer weed 

Like to the falling of a star 

Look not thou on beauty's charming . 

Lords, knights, and squires, the numerous 

Lord, thou hast given me a cell . 

Love in fantastic triumph sat 

Love in my bosom, like a bee 

Love is a sickness^ full of woes 

Love is like a lamb, and love is like a lioo 
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tlfDRX OF FIRST UNBS. 



And bnntresft, chaste and ikir . 



RtBff out your bells, let mounung shews be spread 



Set the diariot at hand here of Love . 

Scad home my long-strayed eyes to me 

Shan I, wasting in despair . 

She dwek among the nntroddea ways 

She b not fair to outward view . 

Shepherds all, and maidi'ns (air . 

She walks in beanty, like the night . 

She was a phantom of delight 

Sigh BO more, ladies, ugh no more 

Siace, Bacchus, thou art Cither . 

Siag hillaby, as women do . 

Still to be neat, stiU to be drest . 

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright 

Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, that liv'st nnificn 

Sweet PhiUis, if a silly swain 

Sweet violets. Love's paradise, that spread 
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Tdl me not, sweet, I am unkind 
Tell me where is fancy bred 
The earth late choked with flowers 
The glories of our blood and state 
The lark now leaves his watery nest 
The merchant, to secure his treasure 
The mountain sheep are sweeter 
There be none of Beauty's daughters 
The sun is warm, the sky is clear 
The sun upon the lake is low 
The twentieth year is well nigh past 
The world's a bubble ; and the life of man 
They are all gone into the world of light 
Though I be now a gray, gray friar . 



146 

56 
3» 

1*9 

«33 
168 

»3V 

«47 
*»> 

185 
»53 




I 



